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THe MERE MALE 


GALLANT AT 85 


EVERAL of us were standing in the 
tram, while a number of young 
soldiers lounged in seats. They could 
have moved up (or got up) for an 
elderly woman in difficulty with her 
parcels, but it was left to an old 
gentleman to tender a seat. | 

One glance at the old. man and she 
naturally hesitated to let him stand, 
but was firmly pushed into the seat, 
parcels and all. 

“Madam,” thundered he, “I may be 
85. but somehow I can’t get used to 
letting a lady stand while I have a 
seat.” 

Hurried exit of several young sol- 
diers, who evidently preferred to walk 
the last two blocks to the drill hall.— 
Ferriby. (N.S.W.) 


Ww 


PARAGON 


HEY say that the good die young, 

but my father is 83 and has never 
had a strong drink, smoked, gambled 
or been to the races. He has never 
seen a talkie, used strong language or 
a slang expression. 


‘During my childhood at home I never 
heard him complain about a meal or 
the running of the home. He gave 
my mother his pay envelope unopened, 
receiving back his train fares only. 


In all those years I‘have never known 
him to go out at night and only once 
or twice during the day, apart from 
work. He has never been ill. 


But I ask you, was it worth it?— 
Jenny. (Vic.) . 
Ww 


SOME AXEMAN 


UR mere male was wielding the 

axe (believe it or not) recently 
close by an indoor clothesline at the 
end of the garage. 

Coming inside soon afterwards he 
presented me with one pair of pyjama 
trousers with one large gash in the 
leg, and one pair of my scanties with 
the seat chopped neatly out of same. 

But it was his irrepressible grin that 


got me!—Ariel. (Vic.) 
W 
RELIGIOUS 


“KAY father was a most religious man,” 

boasted Sister’s work-mate. “No 
matter how drunk he was, he always 
said his prayers, even though Mum said 
I had to lift him off his knees after- 
wards.”—C. Lady. (Vic.) 


Ww 


BLIND FATHER 


Y son, driving a car on the High- 
way, was hit by a youth driving 
without a licence, and the worse for 
drink. The car was badly smashed 
A friend with him suffered broken ribs, 
abrasions and shock. 

Father of the lad was sent for. Ap- 
proaching my son, not with any sympa- 
thy, he said: . 
led? make it too hard for the 
a ? 

Well! !—R.E. (N.S.W.) 
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ADVICE TO UNCLES 


ILL has a niece nearly his own age 
and very attractive. Having met 
at the races they parted at the railway 
station.. Bill receiving a big hug and 
kiss from his demonstrative niece. 
Wife heard all about it from Bill 
which was just as well because she 
soon heard the Street’s gossipers say- 
ing in stage whispers: “Did you know 
Bill had a girl friend? He even kisses 
her in public. Scandalous I call it with 
his wife at home minding six young- 
sters.” | 
So Uncles, beware!—Janiel (S.A.) 


Ww 


MORAL SUPPORT 


NE of those irritating little things 
so common to the man is his insis- 
tence on a helper (and admirer) while 
he does the most trifling job. Whether 
it is the back fence that needs a new 
paling or the bike that must have the 
chain fixed. somebody must be there 
to hand nails or sing hymns of praise. 
Most of us get out of the job when 
the youngeters become satisfying cheer- 
leaders to Dad. Can’t imagine any 
woman wanting her man to hold pins 
or to admire her industrious wrestlings 
with the sewing machine.—Lissie. (S.A.) 


Ww 


NEGLECTED DAD 


HY is it that when any great man’s 

name is mentioned credit is usually 
given only to the way his mother as- 
sisted him along the difficult road to 
fame and fortune? Great and dis- 
tinguished men often admit the debt 
they owe to their mothers but do you 
ever hear them mention what they 
owe their fathers? 

Surely fathers deserve at least a little 
pat on the back for having given their 
name to a clever man? Perhaps some 
mere male could tell us why his sex 
is overlooked in this way.—Esther. (V.) 


Ww 


CURE FOR CRITIC 


ERE is a suggestion for those whose 
husbands criticise their cooking. 
Give him something to criticise. Serve 
up a meal that is a flop, such as a piece 
of tough steak (scorched) accompanied 
by soddy potatoes and lumply gravy. 


Follow up with an over-sweet sweet 
and crown it all with a cup of wishy- 
washy tea or over-strong if he happens 
to prefer weak tea. That ought to fix 
him.—K. (N.S.W.) 


WHAT WOMEN MAKE THEM 


EN are not so good in an emer- 
gency as women, I think, and very 

often the woman makes money go fur- 
ther than a man can. But I think men 
are still what women make _ them, 
whetner it is his mother or wife. 

Generally, if a man is rude, selfish 
and bad mannered the cause can be 
traced to childhood. If he drinks and 
gives his wife hell it is because he is 
missing something in the home. 

Not half the sex crimes would take 
place if it wasn’t for a mother’s neglect 
or a woman’s stupidity.—F.P. (Tas.) 


HIS MUMPS" 


MY*Y “mere male” got mumps, sat back 

in bed and demanded chicken and 
oranges, because he had to keep his 
strength up. I had the same complaint 
and another sick male in another room 
demanding attention. 

Did Mum sit up in bed and get chick- 
en? Not she. Mum had to fetch and 
carry for both invalids, get two more 
men off to work and ring the doctor 
so that both Dad and Son could get 
sick pay. 

When Dad was able to stagger round 
and go out everyone had to hear about 
his mumps and how weak he was. Soon 
afterwards I was ordered into hospital 
for two operations and was in a bad 
way. 

It was pathetic to see the five men 
all around me. They were all at sea 
with no woman in the house.—F.H. 
(Tas.) 


Ww 


PHILOSOPHER 


I WAS complaining vigorously to my 
husband of the apple shortage and 
high price of fruit. 

Dad put down his paper and said: 
“Listen woman. In ten years the 
children will be married, and it won’t 
matter a hoot whether they eat apples 
or not. Stop talking and let me read.” 

Do mothers worry. too much? 
Wouldn’t it be pleasant to feel as 
casual as_ fathers. During any 
epidemics he just says: “If they get 
it, they get it. Worry won’t help.” 

Why are men so cold and always 
so right?—Hadem. (S.A.) 


Ww 


DOPE 


A FRIEND and her family clubbed 

together, bought father an expen- 
Sive cardigan, and presented it to him 
for Christmas. He admired it, and 
that was that. 

Three months later he appeared in it 
very sheepishly. Everyone admired the 
fit whereupon the innocent creature 
asked: “Whose is it? It was in my 
wardrobe so I just tried it on.” Well!!! 
—Another Wife. (Tas.) 
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TWO-GALLON TALE 


TUCK for petrol five miles from our 
country home in pouring rain, Hub. 
doubtfully waded to Mr. Mean of Much 
Money Farm for assistance. Meanie 
parted up two gallons. We were stag- 
gered when, two days later, Meanie’s 
Cub, age 12, called for the petrol, having 
ridden a bike five miles. 

As Hub. helped boy, bike, and petrol 
into our car for the return journey, 
Cub countered::. “Sure it’s all there?’ 

We are wondering whether Cub was 
primed by Pa, or just following father’s 
footsteps.—Rosa. (N.S.W.) 


Ww 


MUM TAKES THE RISK 


OVERHEARD in a sports shop where 
a few second-hand goods are also 
kept. A well-to-do man was examin- 
ing a second-hand gun and seemed on 
the point of buying it. Another cus- 
tomer whispered to him on the quiet: 
“Why not get a decent gun? That 
thing is likely ‘to explode and blew your 
head off.” — 

“Oh, it isn’t for me to use,” was the 
reply, “it’s for the old woman to shoot 
sparrows inthe orchard.” 

Yes, he: bought it—Lhay. (S.A.) 


ENNY TORRENCE compres- 
sed the sand into a lump in 
her hand and then threw 
it disgustedly away. “Hey! 
Steady. there, cherub!” 
grunted Diana, blinking as 

some stray grains were blown back into 

her face, “Don’t give me desert atmos- 

phere! I’m writing a seaside yarn!” 
“Youre writing a seaside yarn! And 

what am I supposed to be doing? 

Counting the grains of sand?” Penny 


Then they 


saw Penny. She was standing in the pig pen, in her French swim 


jumped up and kicked more sand about 
with her bare foot. 

Diana Perry put her portable type- 
writer carefully: to one side and rose 
from the blanket she had spread out. 
“I’m sorry, Penny. I guess I just for- 
got you. But why don’t you have a 
swim? There’s no need to get cranky!” 

Penny colored. “Forget it. 
Afraid I sound a bit childish today. 
But it’s no fun just swimming on 
your own. Here we are with 
glorious sunshine and at the beach, 
and all I hear is a clacking type- 
writer.” 


She gazed moodily out to sea. 
“Ever thought how I feel some- 


times? All our pals have ‘arty’ 
jobs. You’re a_ writer, Trixie 
Lanagan is a_ Singer, 
Veronica paints, Ruth 


is a pianist—they all do 
something except me. 
Gosh, I’m just a no- 
hoper! All I do is go 
to an office and type 
invoices all day. I’ve 
had typewriters!” 

Diana looked at her 
curiously. “Don’t worry 
about it, cherub. Every- 
body has a part to play 
in life, no matter what 
their job.” 

“I know. But some- 
times I get so fed-up 
with myself.” Penny 
tossed her dark curls 
back from her forehead 
and then her face sud- 
denly broke into its 
usual grin, “Ah well, 
maybe Ill meet some 
millionaire squatter on 
my holiday and then 
itll be my turn.” 

Diana laughed. “Then 
you don’t mind if I type 
again now? I d- want 


suit, 


between two big fat dirty-looking pigs. 


By E. V. COPEMAN 


to finish this yarn. The hero and 
heroine are in the water and if I don’t 
get back to them, they might drown.” 


“Well, you go and save them, then,” 
Penny was cheerful now. “Think Ill 
take a stroll back to the main beach. 
How’d you like me to bring back some 
lovely greasy chips?’ 


Diana feigned a shudder. “Maybe I 
could endure it,” she said, and begin 
tapping the keys of her portable again. 
[" was a good mile along the sand 

to the main beach. They had 
chosen their spot for its privacy. People 
were apt to get curious seeing a girl 
at a_beach in a swimsuit bashing away 
at a typewriter. But Diana _ usually 
wrote her stories in unconventional 
places. 


Penny wasn’t really so worried about 
Diana and her ‘writing. She was just 
generally unsettled. Her holidays, 
though due to begin the following Fri- 
day, had not been arranged yet. After 
all, what sort of a fortnight can a girl 
spend on her own? Drana usually went 
with her, but this year Diana had 
literary commitments that she didn’t 
want to postpone. ; 


As she came up to the more crowded 
part of the beach, Penny wondered if 
any of those people who glanced at her 
realised that right now she was feeling 
really lonely. And pretty girls in gold 
swimsuits and trim figures had no busi- 
ness being lonely. If only there had 
been someone to yarn with, or— 

“Why, hello Penny!” 

It was more a gasp than a greeting, 
but it jerked Penny’s mind back to 
realities when she looked up and saw 
a serious-faced young man peering at 
her through big spectacles. Inappro- 
priately clad in a three-piece brown 
suit, his only concession to the holiday 
atmosphere of the beach was the camers 
slung over his shoulder. 


[Continued on next page 
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PENNY’S COUNTRY HOLIDAY 


(Continued from page 1) 


Penny’s face brightened and _ she 
skipped up the stone steps to the prom- 
enade. “Why, hello Cuthbert! I’m 
so glad to see you.” 

Cuthbert Ross gripped her extended 
hand shyly. ‘“‘Are you—are you on your 
own?” 

She looked at him shrewdly. “Not 
exactly. Diana’s back along the sand 
there writing a story. You know Diana. 
All work and not much play.” She 
sighed. 

“Oh, I don’t know—” he began: de- 
fensively. He thought a lot of Diana. 
He wanied to think a lot more of her. 
If she’d let him. Only Diana didn’t 
know that—yet. 

But maybe Penny did. “If you come 
with me and buy some chips, you can 
walk back and see her if you like.” . 

Cuthbert jumped at it. “I’d be de- 
lighted. And—and I insist on paying 
for the—er—the chips myself.” 

He did. It made him feel quite noble. 
But she laughed when she saw the 
three huge greasy bags he brought back 
from the shop. He had to keep chang- 
ing hands with them to save being 
burnt. 

“Your eyes must be bigger than your 
—ahem—rather a lot there, aren’t 
there?” she concluded lamely. 

“I thought Diana might be hungry,” 
Cuthbert said innocently. 


ORTUNATELY Diana was. But even 
if she hadn’t been, she would never 
have admitted it. Gravely she accepted 
them as Cuthbert offered them from 
behind a layer of perspiration after his 
long trudge with Penny along the sand. 
“Just what the doctor ordered,” she 
said, putting her typewriter to one side. 
“Nicely timed, too. I’ve just finished 
the yarn. Here, sit down here, Cuth- 
bert. Beside me. What brings you 
to the beach today? Haven’t been 
swimming, have you?” 
“Hardly!” laughed Penny without 
thinking. 
“I’m afraid I’m not clad for the 
beach,” Cuthbert apologised, carefully 
avoiding crushing the crease in his 
trousers as he sat down beside Diana. 
“I came to take photos. I thought I 
might get some ocean views with good 
rock formations in the foreground and 


“Yes, he’s got his camera, Diana. 
Hurry up and gollep those chips, Cuth, 
old bean. We can give you some much 


She didn’t decide where to ge for her heliday. 
until the very last minute. 
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more attractive foregrounds than rocks.” 
She struck a pose and Cuthbert wrig- 
gled awkwardly and concentrated on 
the chips. 

“Indeed I will take some photos of 
you,” he said bravely, realising that 
this would enable him to get pictures of 
Diana as well. 

“Vippee!” yelled Penny gaily, “I’m 
gonna be a pin-up gal, after all! See, 
Diana, I’m being launched on my career 


at last! With or without swimsuits, Cuth, 


old bean?” . 

Cuthbert choked as- five chips jam- 
med in his windpipe and in his ex- 
tremity he missed Penny’s roguish wink. 


‘“‘With, please,” he said feebly when: 


he was able to talk again. 

“Don’t take any notice of her,” Diana 
whispered reassuringly, ““Penny’s quite 
hopeless.” 


But Cuthbert was not without his - 


guile. “TI’ll print the pictures myself 
and post you round a copy of each of 
them. Then if you like them, I’ll do 
as many as you require,” he promised. 
“And bring them round to you,” he 
added thoughfully, looking straight at 
Diana. | 


H® was as good as his word. The 
first prints arrived in the after- 
noon mail the next Monday. 

“Hmm. Not bad,” said Diana as she 
looked at them, ‘‘SSome of these of you 
are particularly good, Penny. You’d 
make a good model.” It was said care- 
lessly but sincerely. 

“Think so?” Penny went through 
the snapseeagerly. Cuthbert certainly 
knew his photography. They were 
good. “I ought to take a photographer 
with me on my holiday, -oughtn’t I? 
Photogenic friend of famous writer! 
At rest! At play! Piffle!” 

“Still thinking of sweeping some rich 
squatter off his feet while you’re away, 
cherub? Where are you going, any- 
how?’ 

‘“Haven’t the faintest idea—yet,” said 
Penny, but there was a_ thoughtful 
gleam in her eye. Without warning 
she suddenly made for the door of the 
flat. 

“Hey! 
photos?” 

Penny winked mysteriously 
walked out. 


Where are you taking those 


and 


[‘ was the following Saturday when 
Diana phoned Cuthbert. As soon 
as he recognised her voice he breathed 
with relief. “It seems ages, Diana. 
How are you?” 

“Lousy,” she said abruptly, “Can you 
come round at once? I want some ad- 
vice.” 

“From me?” He couldn’t believe it. 
‘“Why—er—yes, Ill be right round.” 

Diana was upset when he arrived at 
the flat. She even forgot that he had 
never visited it before. “Penny went 
off on her holidays last night, Cuth- 
bert. She said she was going to Ash 
Creek. But I’m wornied. She’s been 
in such a queer mood since Monday. 
That’s when your snaps arrived and—” 

“Did you like them?” he asked eager- 
ly, “How many—” 

“Yes, yes, they were nice. I only 
saw them once. Penny grabbed them. 
I’ve searched everywhere. She must 
have taken them with her. Apparently 
she liked them.” 

“That’s nice,” he said rather help- 


lessly. 
“It isn’t nice at all! Some bug’s bit- 
ten her!” . 
“Oh indeed? I hope it’s not too 
painful.” 


“Not that kind of bug, you ninny!” 

He colored. “I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t be. It’s my fault. I didn’t 
mean to be rude. But I’m worried 
about Penny. You see, she didn’t de- 
cide about her holidays till the very 
last minute and she said she was going 
to the country and she joked about 
marrying a rich squatter and—well, 
honestly, Cuthbert, she’s such a scat- 
terbrain at times. I think she might 
do something rash.” 

’ “You mean suicide?” 
could think of. 

“No I don't. 


It was all he 


I just feel I should have 
gone with her. But I:don’t want her 
to know I’m werried about her. She 
hates being fussed over. I thought may- 
be if I took a casual trip to Ash Creek 
it would be a good idea. I can’t 
work, anyhow. Id feel happier if I 
saw her. I could drive up to Ash Creek 
in the car. What do you think of the 
idea?”’ 

“Seems all right to me,” said Cuth- 
bert, wondering why she had phoned 
him to come round. 

He soon found out. 

“Then you'll come with me? Thanks 
very much, Cuthbert. You’re a pal! 
Having you with me, Penny will never 
guess I was worried.” 


i ees left early on the Sunday morn- 
ing. It wouldn’t have mattered 
what time they left because Cuthbert 
hadn’t slept anyhow. He had spent 
most.of the night convincing himself 
that Diana .wasn’t really concerned 
about Penny at all. She just wanted 
his company. He hoped. Well, it should 
be very nice. Just the two of them 
and the trees and paddocks slowly 
drifting by as they gently floated along 
the country roads. And they would 
talk and talk and talk... . 

They did. 2 

About Penny. 

“What makes me more worried,” said 
Diana as the trees whizzed by and the 
speedo registerd 70, “is that she took 
all her swim-suits with her!” 

“Maybe she intends going 
ming?” he suggested brightly. 

“What? At Ash Creek?” 

“Well, if there’s a creek—” 

“There isn’t. That’s just a name for 
a dried-up ditch. It’s actually a farm- 
ing town. Everybody has pigs and 
sheep and cows and things. She doesn’t 
know anybody there and she’s staying 
at the hotel. She might get lonely. 
And when Penny’s lonely she’s des- 


swim- 


-perate. And those country hotels— 
Well, you know what they’re like, don’t 
you?” 


Cuthbert didn’t- but he nodded. 
“Then why did she take the swim- 
suits?” 

“T don’t know. She took your snaps, 
too. It really started when I said— 
no, that sounds silly. Not at Ash Creek.” 

“What?” 

‘““Wolves.” 

“Wolves? Not here, surely? They’re 
in America!’ , 

‘“‘Two-legged ones, I mean.” 

“Oh.” 

“Penny doesn’t dislike wolves, Cuth- 
bert. She’s desperate, I tell you. She 
even took her French swim-suit with 
her.” 

“IT didn’t know she spoke French.” 

“She doesn’t. Haven’t you ever seen 
a French swim-suit?” 

“No, Diana. I’ve never been outside 


. Australia.” 


“My boy, you’ve got an awful lot to 
learn! But we’ll teach you—somehow!” 

“Maybe Penny has Freneh blood? 
Would that be the reason?” 


[Continued on page 14 
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The new vice was a constant joy. Everything 

that could be sharpened was, as was testified 

by the bandages worn by the members of the 
family. 


VERY schoolboy. knows the 
importance of good tools. At 
least he should Know, ‘be- 
cause he’s probably had to 
write in his copy book the 
old adage “A bad workman 

blames his tools.” 


So when the head of the house, after 
having “got by” for over 20 years on a 
hammer with a loose head, an axe with 
ditto, and an heirloom saw of gigantic 
proportions, announced that at last he 
was going to buy a decent kit of toools, 
the whole family rejoiced with him. 


“Meant to get these for quite a 
while,” he announced proudly. ‘“You’ve 
often complained that I don’t do any- 
thing round the house. How could I, 
without a decent set of tools. A man 
can’t do much without tools. But this 
year, you'll see, things will be differ- 
ent.” 


Things were different. Early morn- 
nings, when the milkman had scarcely 
trodden down our best zinnia for the 
fourth time, the sound of mysterious 
hammerings and sawings was heard. 
After the street lamps went out at night, 
the sounds could still be heard, as 
though nocturnal workers were trying 
to solve the housing problem by speed- 
ing up the secret building of a new 
block of flats. 


Outwardly, our house looked much 
the same, though the front gate was 
back on its hinges and the edge of the 
garage door which had got in the way 
when George was late for golf one 
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By HH. H. 


morning, now sported a brand new side- 
piece. This became detached one day 
and fell on the car, scratching the new 
duco, but George maintained that these 
things happen anyway and that. Rome 
was not re-built in a day. 


Inside, however, great changes had 
been wrought. Doors no longer rattled, 
uneven chair legs had been levelled and 
if the levelling process was a little 
too drastic, no one complained. Pieces 
of string and wire were removed from 
various cupboard locks and workable 
locks substituted. 


A great source of pride was the linen 
press, the lock of which had flown 
open on the slightest approach, usually 
cascading sheets and towels on the 
passer-by. Now it needed the strength 
of a Samson and the cunning of a 
Delilah to make it give up its secret. 


“Only shows what a man can do with 
the right tools,’ commented George, 
with modest pride. 


One day, Junior appeared running up 
the lane pursued by the “gang” with 
fiendish yells and hoots. Diving for 
his usual broken paling in the back 
fence which led to safety and security 
from which he had been wont to hurl 
taunts at his pursuers, he found it 
securely nailed up. At bay, he was 
forced to turn and face them, making 
tne best of a bad job. 


Bathing a black eye and a few cuts 
later he regarded George balefully. 
“You might have told a fella,” he said 
bitterly. 


“You heard me before,” returned 
George loftily, though a little uneasily. 
“I told you all quite clearly that when 
I got some tools you’d see some great 
improvements round this place. And 
what is more, I’ve nailed up the hole 
in the side fence, too, so that Henry’s 
cat can’t get through.” 


“That’s right,” put in Wendy, “‘it can’t 
either. It’s broken down the pot plants 
jumping right over now.” 


A little flushed with these successes, 
George felt the prick of ambition urging 
him to greater things. Neighbors were 
pleasantly surprised to have tools, long 
since given up as lost,.returned with 
brightly mended handles, and spoke 
among themselves that it was wonder- 
ful what a man could do when it was too 
hot for golf. An aura of neighborly 
goodwill surrounded the house, and one 
or two timidly brought over tools to be 


“repaired by the master hand. 


But after a new step in a ladder had 
unaccountably given way, and a re- 
paired golf club had mysteriously lost 
its head and fallen into the lap.of Mrs. 
Smith’s grandmother as she dozeqd in 
her chair on the lawn three houses 
away, George decided that there was 
a limit to neighborly goodwill, and that 
any man who was reputed to be handy 
with tools was generally imposed upon. 


The new vice was a constant joy, how- 
ever. Everything in the house which 
could be sharpened was, as was testi- 
fied by the bandages worn by several 
members of the family Scissors cut 


’ THE RIGHT TOOLS 


WILSON 


with the beautiful precision of Damas- 
cus blades, the family carving knife 
made light of the butcher’s most in- 
different offering, cutting through the 
toughest sinew with little or no effort. 


Junior’s pocket knives, freshly 
sharpened, proved an irresistible in- 
citement to the carving of initials or 
secret symbols upon doors or furniture. 
Even the veteran axe took on a fresh 
lease of life and the wood-box became 
full to overflowing. It was only when 
it came to Henry’s lawn-mower that 
a little difficulty arose. 


“The least I can do for him,’ George 
decided magnanimously, “is to offer 
to sharpen tne blades. After all, I use 
it nearly as much as he does.” 


After an afternoon’s work, the blades 
shimmered with the lustre of rustless 
steel and Henry was delighted when he 
gingerly ran his finger along their 
razor-like edges. 


“My lawns will wonder what has 
happened to them, he gloated.” And to 
think I actually paid a fellow 15/- be- 
fore the war to sharpen them,” 


“It’s quite simple really,” George 
told him. ‘Only a matter of having the 
right tools.’’ 


Unfortunately, it was also a matter 
of putting the parts back in due order 
and Henry was lucky enough to find 
the man who had done it before the 
war. He only charged two guineas this 
time, but was heard to mutter some- 
thing about keeping amateurs out of 
ie and where they could do the least 
arm. 


But George did not hear. He was 
busy hammering away at Junior’s surf 
board. “‘No need at all to buy a new 
one now,” he was saying genially, “It’s 
just a matter of having the right tools. 
Marvellous what you can save that 
way.” 


‘“‘Meant to get them for quite a while,’’ he 


announced prcudily. “With decent tools a 
man can do things about the house.’’ 
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Positions Reversed 


Y cousin and his wife live on a farm and 

in the early morning it is a usual thing 

to sec him cooking the- breakfast. No, Wifey 

isn’t lying in bed waiting for it to be brought 

to her—she is out in the yard milking their 
two cows. 

“Well,” explained Coz. with reference to this 
reversal of jobs, “I don’t like milking, but I 
don’t mind getting the breakfast and Jean would 
rather milk the cows than have to cook the 
breakfast, so we swapped jobs. We're both 
satisfied, why should anyone else worry.” And 
why should they?—Woody. (Q.) 


We 
Padded 


N elderly woman recently knocked down by » 


a motor-cycle was taken to one of our 
large. public hospitals. She was asked to undress, 
protested, but was finally persuaded as it was 
impossible to find the extent of her injuries 
otherwise. 

The nurse 
she took off garment after garment. 


assisting her was astounded when 
From an 


O.S. the woman became a S.W. The pile of: 


clothing included a topcoat, a shortie, a scarf, 
two woollen skirts, three petticoats, three pull- 
overs, four singlets, six pairs knickers, one corset, 
three pair stockings, two footlets and a pair of 
laced shoes. . 

It sounds fantastic but is really true. She 
was found to be unharmed so the extra padding 
probably prevented broken bones.—E. H. (Vic.) 


Ww 


Color Warmth 


USED to shiver and think how cold it was 

until studying Interior Decoration gave me 
a few color-warm tips. Now I always make sure 
I wear at least one touch of vivid warm color 
each -winter-day to work. A woman’s dressing 
needs at least a splash of warm shade in cold 
grey weather. 

Red, yellow and orange are the colors to use 
for scarves, gloves, shopping baskets or bags, 
berets, sockettes and head scarves. Allied to 
brown, fawn or black these vivid color touches 
are ideal for pepping up winter wardrobes. _ 

And in your rooms or office one or all these 
warm touches can be had by a pottery bowl of 


flowers, books or letter racks painted gaily.— 
Edith. (N.S.W.) 
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.in the next stage of growth. 


| ioke.—Floored. 
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Door Slammers 


HILDREN, in the past few years, have been 
taught a variety of new subjects at school. 
Is the art of door banging out of these? Go 
into almost any home, shop, office or factory 
these days and you will find girls who are 
expert door bangers, They do the job en- 
thusiastically and are surprised if "anyone suggests 
that needless slamming of doors is still as 
vulgar and trying as it ever was. 
Repeated appeals to girls to refrain from this 
irritating habit are useless because offenders 


take no heed. Born in a rowdy age the additional - 
‘noise of frequent door slamming does not worry 


them.—E.P.R. (Vic.) 


High-Chair Improvements 
OME time ago a paragraph suggested that the 


so-called high chairs for children would be 
better if they were not so high. Since then 


~my husband and I have built one with this in 


mind. In ours the seat is 21 inches from the 
floor and the food tray is just at table height. 
We have found this most successful. 

At a later stage in the growth of the ‘heiress 
to our ancestral debts” we plan to detach the 
movable tray and draw the chair up to the family 
table. The seat is only three inches higher 
than an ordinary chair and will became usable 


Our chair is a bit unorthodox. It 
from scraps with very heavy widespread hard- 
wood legs to make it capsize-proof while the seat 
and top parts are of light pine —Woodpecker. 
(Tas.) | 

| x 


Encouraging 


\ N old school friend dropped in one evening 
as she often did. Just before she left I 
brought. out a skirt, nearly completed, which I 
was making through a postal dressmaking course. 
Though plain and simple to make it looked quite 
a good job, to me anyway. 
“Not bad, is it?” quoth I. 
“No dear, it’s lovely,” said friend adding as an 
afterthought. 
“Anyway no one will see it underneath your 


-coat dear.” 


“My breadwinner thought it quite a good 
(W.A.) 


Ww 
Repartee 


HE was freely proclaiming her disapproval of 


a local woman who had married a man many 
years her junior. 

“Tf people would only mind their -own 
busineses,” I said rebukingly, ‘she world would 
be a much happier place.” 

“But not half so interesting,” was the retort 
that caught me on the wrong foot.—Camphor. 
(N.S.W.) 


C  . ee  e e e 
DINNER PROBLEMS 

Feed the brute! This time-honored 
saying is supposed to be the way to 
a man’s heart, but the problem of how 
to feed him has always been with us. 
Today there is no problem if you have 
a copy of “My Daily Dinner Cookery 
Book” which supplies you with a 
complete dinner menu for everyday of 
a winter or summer month. The book 
also contains 134 tested and economical 
recipes. Send 1/13 to Southdown 
Press, Box 777H, G.P.O., Melbourne, 
and your dinner problems are over. ~ 
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Flood Victim Helped ; 


UR home was flooded recently and although 
we got several loads of belongings out our- 


selves before the water became too deep for 
motors, we will never cease to be grateful to the 
neighbors who came unasked and did everything 
they could to assist. 

One man even brought his hired man, horses 
and lorry. The last-named being invaluable, 
the horses being able to work in the water 
where motor trucks were useless. Today as 
any other day one finds one’s true friends in 
time of trouble—Annette. (N.S.W.) 


Ww 


Casual Iceman 


UR ice man has this year: Delivered ice 
between the hours of 11 a.m. and 11 p.m. 
It is just too bad if one is asleep and doesn’t 
hear him. Some ice may be left in the morning. 
Refused to bring it inside. A bag must be 
left at the gate, or no ice. 
Missed deliveries often. 
for a week. 


Once there was none 


_ Refused to call for money owing. We have 
to chase him with it. . 
Started calling regularly, at a reasonable 


hour, now that the cooler weather has come and 
ice is no longer a necessity. 
Do you wonder that I want a fridge.—Annes. 


( Vic.) 
px 


Mum at School 


“THE Technical: School near where I live has 
started two classes at night for adults. I 
have joined the pottery -class. : 
I heard my son, who insists on driving me 
there and back, say on the phone: “Not Thursday 
night as I have to take Mum to school.” 
It does sound funny.—C. Bee. (N.S.W.) 


Ww 


Thrills 
“THRILLS hae come from ‘imple every day 
things which I shall never really forget. 


~ Such as: When my new fridge started to freeze. 


“Tt works,” we all cried, as one after another 
we kept putting our hands in to try it. 

Then my hot water system! The anxious 
feeling of the water until at last it started to 
warm up and the thrill of the hot water gushing 
out for the very first time. : 

Then my cake mixer, the thrill when that 
started to whirr to mix my first ‘cake.—Jay. 


(Q.) . 
Ww 


Washed Fur 


A FRIEND of mine—a university graduate and 
very capable in her home—had a white 


fur evening coat. Although sent to the 
cleaner’s, it seemed to be losing its original 
' whiteness. 


She had a brainwave, and a washing machine, 
so in went the coat. As a result, she, doesn’t 
think washing machines are quite so wonderful, 
and even the maker wouldn’t recognise the coat 


now.— Wanna. (Q.) 


Insincere 


E had just moved into a new district, and a 

neighbor, who had met us six months 

previously when we first inspected the house; 
saw my t o-year-old on the steps. 

“Goodness! How that child’s grown,” 
cried making a great’ fuss over it. 

I didn’t say anything, but she’d never seen 
him before. I had left him with my mother 
300 miles away the first and only other time 
I'd been to this town.—Louise. (N.S.W.) 
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Prepared 


HE sets of undies, nighties and negligees that 
~ Mrs. Ankered produced from her bottom 
drawer would have made any bride-to-be green 
with envy. 
“Saving them for a 
jokingly asked an admirer. 
“Well, I’m too superstitious to say ‘yes,’ to 
that; I don’t really want anything to happen 
to Jim. But if he died, who knows, I might 

have another honeymoon.”—A Hal. (Vic.) 


we 
Mum Won 


WHEN we were living on the South Coast, 

Dad wanted to go to the city for the 
week-end, but Mum had differcnt ideas. 

Dad rushed home to get ready to catch an 


second honeymoon?” 


evening train, to find his one and only suit in a— 


tub of water. 


He didn’t go.—Una. (N.S.W.) 
XG 
Acceptable Gift 


Y mother has, I think, a charming idea for 
a gift for a sick person in hospital. In 
place of the usual flowers she takes a pot with 
a cyclamen or some other plant growing in it. 
The patient and nurses derive a lot of pleasure 
from watching it grow and flower and, best 
of all, the patient can take it home after leav- 
ing the hospital—Marjorie Mack (Vic.). 


as r 
Lip Comforter. 


HIS is my son’s novel way of comforting 

himself when: tired or in his cot for his 
sleep. Since a tiny babe he has put his fore- 
finger under the band of his woollen night-jacket 
sleeve and rubbed it gently over his lips while 
sucking the lower lip at the same time, and so 
has fallen to sleep. 

One always knows when he is in need of 
a sleep, as he wanders about rubbing his, lips 
with his sleeve and is no trouble to put down, 
for his daily nap.—Jimmy’s Skivvy. (Vic.) 


Ww 


Unobservant 


WONDER how much notice people really 

take of each other. At a party I went to 
recently, six men stood behind a screen and the 
girls could see only their hands. They had to 
write down whom the hands belonged and the 
color of the owner’s eyes. 

Then the boys came out, and the girls showed 
only their feet. The boys had to write down 
the owner of each pair of feet, the color of her 
hair and her dress. - 

The results from both girls and boys were 
amazingly inaccurate. What do we see when 
we look at each other?—Franz. (S.A.) 


Ww 
Choosy Gobbler 


E had only the pair of turkeys and all our. 
fowls are white leghorns. Because this. 

type of hen does not “‘sit” 
to do that job. 7 
Mr. Turkey Gobbler hates all the white fowls’: 
and killed several that ventured tao close to: 


him but he took an immediate liking to the: 


-black hen and would even let her roost and eat. 
with him. _ 

When Mrs. Turkey retired to attend to the. 
hatching of her chicks, the. gobbler and_ black:: 
hen were always together. We can think of no» 
explanation except that he prefers black ,to’ 
white.—Annette. (N.S.W.) . 


we got a black hen : 


Discuss Things 


Fraversal Emterest 


Inconsiderate Guests 
I LIVE in the country, and having several spare 


beds, I am liable to have visitors at any time & 


of the year. But, although these visitors are on 


holidays, I am not and my life has to go on 


exactly the same as when they are not there. 
Many ate the grumbles when breakfast is served 
(very often to them in bed) at 7 a.m. or there- 
abouts. | 

It is the same with all the other household 
jobs which must be done, come what may. When 
I won’t leave that “pile of ironing” until to- 
morrow, or polish the floor “another time,” they 
seem to think I am merely doing these jobs 
while they are there so that they.can help me. 
When I tell them to go out and enjoy themselves 
and leave me to get on with my business on 
hand, they insist on helping me, although all they 
do is get in. the way. 

Then it comes back to me that when they 
stayed at my place, they had to get up awfully 
early and help with all the housework.—K.T.W. 
( Vic.) 

Ww 


Forgotten Songs 


CHILD psychologists complain that mothers 

no longer sing to their babies. Instead of 
the gentle lullabies we knew as children, babies 
now hear the blare of radios. What has become 
of the old-fashioned rocking chair where mothers 
sang their infants to sleep? 

Modern science has reduced infant mortality, 
and babies are healthier than ever before, but 
they still need “mothering.” If children were 
taught to say their prayers at mother’s knee, 
homes would be happier, and there would be less 
juvenile delinquency. 
relaxing to both mother and child.—-Oakdene. 
(N.S.W.) 

Ww 


Careful Housewife 


PeRIEND bought a lovely new electric polisher 
by the instalment system: Meeting her in 
our township a few weeks later I asked her how 
the polisher was going. 
“Oh, it isn’t going at all,” she said. “Just 
look at my knees, they are all blistered from 
kneeling down to polish that big house of mine.” 
I told her I was very sorry for her, and asked 
how the polisher got broken. 


“It isn’t broken,” came back the answer, “‘but 
I couldn’t use it until I had finished paying 
for it just in case something did happen to 


it.’ —Elk °"(Q.). 


MOLASSES AND LEMON 


Many readers have asked for 
particulars of molasses treat- 
ment mentioned by “Zale,” of ¢ 
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New Zealand in NI. 5/7/50. 
We are now able to publish & 
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cup of tea, take a teaspoon .. % 
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Soft singing is emotionally 


Kighth Wonder! 


MET her on the bus, and as she placed her. 
well-loaded string bag on the floor, she 
remarked: “I wish my two children were babies 


again. I didn’t know how lucky I was.” 

I said I was surprised, because her two children 
were married, and off her hands. I advised 
her to take it easy, 

“Easy,” she protested, “when my two children 
have multiplied. They have six children be- 
tween them. One son has a career wife. I have 
to take her children to and from the kinder. 
The other son’s wife is delicate so I do her 
shopping and look after her two children.” 

As FE looked at her tired face, I wondered why, 
when naming the seven wonders of the world 
the powers that be, forgot to mention the eighth 


—Grannie.—Rosette. (Vic.) 
ot 
Thoughtless 


ETURNING from the butchers laden with 

meat, I was positively swaying with ex- 
haustion as I trudged the main road towards my 
mile-away home. Then a woman drew her car 
close to the kerb. I placed my load on the 
ground as the car door swung open and a sweetly 
sounding voice asked: 


"Please could you direct me to such a road 
and such a number?” . 
“Why, yes,” I replied. 
my next door neighbor,” 


“Mrs. So and So is 


“How sweet,” she cooed as she closed the car 
door, ‘thanks a million.” 

She sped on in comfort, while I took up my 
load and went my way, per foot. Ah well, 
maybe she didn’t like women who carried string- 


bags.—Oakett. (Vic.) 


Less Clothes 


[ HAVE had the ex7+ience of putting too many 
clothes on children. My lad was subject to 
colds and bronchitis, and I always wrapped 
him up and fussed over him, never letting him 
out in the damp or cold until one day my hus- 
band took him to the doctor, who said: 
“Take him home; take as many clothes as 
possible off him, and let him run wild.” I did 
so, and I’ve had no trouble with him since.— 


% E. E. P. (Vic.). 


[Continued on page 6 
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Gi round, all you sons, brothers 

and boy-friends, for this week 
I am addressing you—exclusively. Not 
that you are barred from reading our 
page other weeks. I guess quite a 
few of you sneak The New Idez away 
for an hour in a comfortable corner, 
anyway. 

Well I have a few things to say, so 
here goes! 

‘Imagine your name is Bill—perhaps it 
really is—there are four different ways 
to pronounce that same, short name: 
in English, too. 

It might be “that Billy” said with 


a merry squeal, or “Oh, Bill!’ sighed 


soulfully; or it could be plain, comfy, 
warm “Bill, of course,” said with friend- 
liness and assurance; or lastly, “Good 
Old Bill’ said in the same tone which 
thanks Timmy the dog for guarding the 
house. 

Which Bill are you? You are sure 
to remember, when you think back a 
little, just how the girls say your name, 
when they meet you suddenly, for 
instance. The inflection in their voices 
when they say it gives you 2n idea of 
what they think of your personality. 

The first Bill, the one about whom 
they say “that Billy,” is a scream. He 
is the sort of fellow who keeps the 
girls doubled up in laughter. Older 
boys think he is a bit of a show-off, but 
they can’t help laughing, too. He al- 


ways knows the latest gags and never . 


misses to slip into a conversation with 
fhe slickest slang. . 

Not only his slang is slick, but his 
clothes, too—rather after the American 
style. There is never a calfy look in 
his eyes. He likes the girls—all of 
them. They never go starry-eyed over 
him (it is hard to love a big noise), 
but he can .just about have his pick 
of the crop for a date. Everyone has 


fun with this Bill, and he has fun. 
too, everywhere he goes. 

The second Bill, the “Oh, .3ill” type 
is a different sort of gent. He makes 


no attempt to’ bowl people over with 
wit and gaiety. In fact he makes very 
little effort at all. He does not even 
care about women—at least that is 
what he tells people. 

This Bill is not serious with anyone 
in particular. He is a mysterious sort 
of person who goes romantic in a strong, 
silent way—leaving a girl breathless. 
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And—he never has trouble getting a 


7 4 


C.te. 
The third Bill, jabout whom ey say 
“Bill. of course” lacks the color of 


the first two Bills, but still gets places 
with the feminine world. He :: such 
a “good egg.” No party is really com- 
plete without him. He is good com- 
pany for a girl, without having un- 
wanted romantic illusions. 


He can always think up funny. crazy 
things for the gang to do—he is always 
in. Yes, this Bill is popular and he 
deserves to be for he is a good fellow. 

But Bill number four, “Good Old 
Bill” is the fellow who does not get a 
break. He really has a big heart and 
is friends with all the world, but some- 
how that’s just his trouble—he is too 
pressing with his goodwill. He needs 
a slight change of technique, so that 
he could “keep ’em guessing” instead 
of pestering them. 

If only this Bill realised that he 
spoils himself, he would never beg for 
a date, no matter how important it is 
to him, Instead, he would ask lightly 
as though it were an idle thought. If 
Becky says she already has a date, or 
has to study, or go out with her mother, 
all right. “Perhaps another time” 
should be his answer. as though that 
is all that matters. 

He should keep an eye on his closest 
rival (for Becky’s charms). When this 


other boy goes away on holidays or) 


has the flu, Bill should not zive Becky 
a rush. He should just put on a little 
act, letting days go by before ringing 
her up. Then he should casually dial 
her number, chat merrily and say good- 
bye as if he must rush along. 

During this lull he could carry on 
his act and have a date or two with 
another girl—someone whom Becky 
does not know well. And he should 
make sure that one of Becky’s girl 
friends catches him at it. 

Othe: people will advertise h:s dates 
for him, so he need not say a vor? him- 
self. Becky is sure to hear of it all 
and will probably bring up the matter 
to him herself. If she does, Bill should 
pass it off with a chuckle and.a “You 
know I couldn’t really care for anyone 
but you.” 

After playing hard to get, now is the 
time for him to jump back into the 
ring and absolutely rush Becky off her 
feet—for a few days. 

But even now, if he is a wise boy, he 
will not be too anxious. It- would not 
hurt to give her a scare occasionally, 
like being a minute or two late some- 
times, or saying goodnight without 
much dithering around. Just leaving 
her*in the air once or twice will not 
hurt her much. 

I doubt if he could stand the strain, 
but if he could wangle some dates 
with an older girl, it would make Becky 
sit up. If the older ones can taxe Bill, 
Becky will. 

She will be thinking a great deal 
about Bill by this time, and perhaps 
losing some sleep, too. And when a 
girl loses sleep over a boy. he ‘s not 
exactly “Good Old Bill.” 


[Continued on page 22 ° 


LET’S TALK IT OVER 


(Continued from page 5) 


The Brush-Off 


WHILE I was taking neighbor’s Miss Three 

for «2 w:lk in t! park, she ran up to 
a blonde girl calling her Mummy. Hoaestily J 
explained that whenever she saw long Llonde 
hair she thought it was her Mummy. 

Blonde eyed Miss Three reflectively, smiled and 
walked on. Ten minvies later, she passed with 
a tall, sleek man, and Miss Three made the same 
mistake. 

The man gaped, snapped a quick question at 
Blonde, an. at her nod turned and left her. 
Wnistling gaily Blonde turned to me and said: 

‘“That’s got rid of him.” To say the least, 
I was astonished.—-Auburn.- (S.A.) 


w 


Lottery Garden 


WRITER in The New Idea mentioned her 

par garden, plants for which were bought 
with money she received for her writing, but 
a friend of mine has a lottery garden. No, it 
was not the result of lottery wins, but of re- 
fraining from buying tickets. 

Her husband was a frequent buyer of lottery 
tickets, but his wins were rare and it irked his 
wife to think of all that money being spent 
with nothing to show for it. She vowed that 
every time’ Hubby bought a ticket, she was 
going to buy a plant, tree, or shrub, and for 
a whole year she did. 

A. a result she has a most attractive garden 
and fern-house, while all her husband has is 
a collection of valueless tickets. However, she 
has had to give up buying on the basis of a plant 
for a ticket because in a few years she would 
have so many plants and trees around the place 
thar there wouldn’t be anywhere left for her 
to walk.—The Point. (Q.) 


Ww 


Sleeping Habits 

UR daughter’s sleeping habit, devetoped almost 
from birth, was to clutch both hands, cross 
her knees, draw up the legs, and then, with a 
most agonised expression on her face, proceed 
to see-saw arms and legs until finally released 
by sleep. Ic was a truly frightening spectacle 

until we understood what was happening. 
One day the poor infant was left at home with 
a relative who had never witnessed the per- 
formance. As the child became ready to sleep. 
this business began. The worried guardian im- 
mediately feared convulsions, or some such 
trouble, and lifted the child to soothe it. 


»When she had it quiet, she put it down again, 


only tos the same apparently sinister symptons 
reappear. 

I returned to f' .d a distracted guardian and a 
baby very cross because it had not been allowed 


to sleep.—Nia. (Vic.) 


Ww 
Bird Pet 
BABY butcher-bird hung up by the leg in 
a lantana bush was rescued by us. Butch 
was a wreck with a broken tail, a leg that was 
stiff, and a foot thar remained closed. 

The cage was discarded as Butch’s foot healed 
and her wings grew. She loves rain and sits 
and sings while the rain comes down. She has 
taught two small girls to sing her songs. too. 
and they sing many duets, and trios. 

Butch is not content to supervise our household 
but visits our neighbors. The men working on 
the railway have a visit whenever Butch sees them 
digging out grass. 

Jt is as a watchdog that Butch excels. Snakes 
and strange dogs are scolded in such a manner 
that someone goes te~see what is the trouble. 

It is sad that the feathered world regards her 
as an outcast even though she carries her spare 


crusts to the drain of the dairy where the party 
is attended by all sorts of feathered folk.—E.D. 


(Q.) 


In this column Elizabeth Wyse answers problems that concern your 


personal happiness or the running of your home. 


confidential. 
gcod faith, but not fer publication. 
with similar worries. 


All communications are 


Name and address should be furnished as a guarantee of 
Replies are published to help those 
Address letters to Elizabeth Wyse, c/o New Idea, 


Box 777 H, G.P.O., Melbourne, C.1, Victoria. 


fh aes question of adoption has come up 
again, and I make no apologies for 
devoting yet another column to it. To 


my way of thinking, there is nothing so- 


important as working towards a good 
environment for all children. In its 
broadest implication that means working 
for a better world, for a true democracy 
and real freedom, so that every child 
that is born into the world—not just 
your child and my child—has what Aus- 
tralians call “a fair go.” 

We can’t all have banners and join a 
crusade for world betterment—nor 
would some of us want to—but we can, 
I think, all do the thing that comes near- 
est, first in our own homes with our own 
families, then in the immediate neigh- 
bourhood or as the opportunity occurs. 

Australian people, of course, are never 
backward in giving a helping hand to 
the needy in any country. At the mo- 
ment of writing there is a strongly or- 
ganised “Save the Children Fund” in 
Melbourne, and a brave endeavor is be- 
ing made among the lucky peoples of 
the world to do something for the starv- 
ing children of Europe. I think we 
should remember these children often. 


All my readers who were interested in 
the stories of the girls who wrote to me 
will be glad to know that one story has 
ended happily with the marriage of the 
young girl and boy who are very fond of 
one another. They are young to take on 
. the responsibility of marriage and par- 
enthood, and rather shirked that re- 
sponsibility. I know the kindly people 
who wrote te me offering this girl a 
home will be happy to know of the out- 
come. 

‘There is, however, a sadder side to 
this story. One of my first favorites as 
correspondents are a young .couple who 
dearly wish to adopt a child, and have 
tried hard to do so. They have suffered 
many disappointments, and the last was 
the giving up of this coming baby. The 
mother had arranged to allow them to 
adopt it until two weeks ago, wnen she 
decided to get married and keep her 
child. 

But because the welfare of the child 
honestly comes first with these people, 
they are able to write like this to me: 
“You will nv doubt be very pleased to 
hear that this young couple is to be mar- 
ried after all, so will naturally Keep the 
baby. It is a wonderful turn of events 
really, for the babe’s sake, to be with 
its righiful parents, for we believe they 
are both very fond of each other, so 
everything should turn out well. I will 
not say that we are not very disap- 
pointed, for we were thrilled over the 
‘coming event as if it were ourselves, but 
we realise these things only happen for 
the best, and it has not been our first 
disappointment.” 

As it happened, I had just received a 
desperately worried letter from.a mar- 


ried woman whose husband had deserted 
her and who was expecting a child by 
another man. I wondered if this coming 
child would be regarded as bad stock by 
the would-be parents, but I wrote to 
them hopefully asking if they would care 
to help in this case, and I could see no 
hitch to this adoption coming off. The 
mother-to-be has already two children 
whom she loves and wishes to keep, of 
course. I feel the small newcomer would 
be in anything but a happy position, 
especially as the mother wishes to keep 
her condition secret and to have the 
child adopted. 


I might have known my correspond- 
ents would have just the right attitude. 
They write: “As for regarding the un- 
born child to be of bad stock, well, we 
just don’t have any belief of that kind. 
What my husband and I really believe 
is that bad characters are not born in 
children, but bred from some source or 
other.” 

A very excellent belief. I suggested 
that these people might like to read a 
book which the Editor was kind enough 
to pass on to me. It is called: ‘Is It Safe 
To Adopt A Baby?” by F. Oswald Bar- 
nett, and is a scientific study of one hun- 


dred cases of adoption of babies (now 17 _ 


to 18 years old) from the Methodist 


Babies Home which was opened in De- . 


cember, 1929. If anyone doubts that 
adopted babies become the children of 
their adopted parents in real truth, they 
should read this little book, written as 


one of Mr. Barnett’s contributions to 


that better world in which children have 
a fair go. 

I should like to think that all those 
peopie in particular who have written 
- Seg about adoption would read this 

ook. 


Australia. 


Nowhere, I should say, could one come | 


across records of more sordid original 


backgrounds; nowhere a more inspiring | 
record of what good environment—nor- | 
mal love and care—can do for any child. | 


If I can have a finger in this adoption 
pie, if I can do some small thing towards 
finding even one unwanted baby a good 
home—and in finding a baby for those 
who want one so badly, and in giving 
some sort of comfort to the unfortunate 


mother—I am going to be more delighted © 


than I ean say. 


Another kindly reader has had a few | 
days in bed—with a bunch of New Ideas | 
to read. She has just seen an early | 


reference to the mother of an adopted 


daughter who wants another girl child : 


to adopt as a companion. She knows of 


an orphaned child between five and six : 
years of age. I am hoping to make con- |: 


tact between these readers with the right 
result. If there are happy ends, I hope 
to hear of them and to pass on the news. 


It costs 2/6, and should be ob- } 
tainable from booksellers anywhere in 
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CHAPTER 2 


HOUGH there was a lot of fun 
in getting out and about, she 
had no inclination whatever 
to stir abroad on the day of 
her appointment with Mrs. 
Jeffries. It was a lowering, 

heavy day with premonitory rumblings 

of thunder like the tuning up of mighty 
orchestras for some tremendous sym- 
phony. After a very full morning Jill’s 


* 


thoughts turned to ice packs and long, > 


long drinks—but instead she must travel 
two miles out of town to Wood Hall to 
give an autocratic old lady a facial and 
a manicure. , 

Perhaps her reluctance was partly 
due to all she had heard about this 


By MARGARET BAUMANN 


very important client of Madame Blanche 
—about her marvellous house, her blunt 
manner, and the mysterious niece who 
had recently come to live with her and 
whom no one ever saw. Hitherto Mrs. 
Jefferies had paid a monthly visit to 
the salon for treatment at the hands 
of Madame Blanche herself; but now, 
owing to a sharp attack of rheumatism 


She stood her ground, cool, challenging, hostile. 


which kept her tied to the house, she 
desired to be treated at home. 


Wood Hall was a red brick house 
which stood handsomely on _ rising 
ground, with lawns and trees and a 
well-kept gravel drive. A sedate, 
elderly maid, who seemed t Jill ex- 
actly in keeping with the house, took 
her up to a large bedroom furnished in 
the Victorian manner, down to the 
lace valances and tasselled bell-pull, 
where she found waiting for her a 
small, erect old lady with elaborately 
dressed hair and the most wonderful 
smooth ivory skin. Her greeting was 
not very reassuring. 


“Hm! So you’re the young person 
all this fuss is about. It’s sheer laziness 
that Madame Blanche hasn’t come to do 
me herself, though she fobs me off with 
a long tale about your special qualifica- 
tions.” 

“T shall do my best to please you,” 
said Jill, though feeling the chances 
were slight. | 

The only innovation in the great bed- 
room was a fitted wash-basin with 
steaming hot water. There was a pile 
of snowy towels ready for her use, and 
Jill set to work, treating that amazing 
ivory skin first with hot toweis, then 
with her magical cream, using all the 
skill her fingers commanded to tone 
up the neck muscles, to seek out the 
little taut cluster of nerves on the 
temples, stroking, tapping, kneading.... 


She worked silently and with com- 
plete concentration, scarcely conscious 
any more of the day’s sultriness, the 
threatening sky that drew closer and 
closer in, until, just as she finished the 
massage, Mrs. Jefferies said abruptly: 
“The heat is insufferable. Ring for 


‘Martha to open the window.” 


“Oh, I'll soon open the window,” said 
Jill quizkly. 

“You will kindly ring for Martha.” 

Jill rang, feeling foolish, and with 
heightened color began clearing up all 
she had used for the massage. Martha 
appeared, breathing hard from her 
ascent of the stairs, and opened the 
window, letting in not a cooling breeze 
but all the day’s brazen sultriness. 

“Close it again,” said Mrs. Jefferies 
irritably. 

“Ves’m.”’ 

“There'll be a thunderstorm any 
minute. Miss Verney will stay until 
it’s over and take tea with me. Serve 
it in the drawing-room in half an hour.” 

“Yes’m,” said Martha impassively. 

Jill broke in: “It’s very kind of you, 
but I must get back. You see, I have 
other appointments; and Madame 
Blanche. .. .” 

“You will tell Madame Blanche that 
I kept you,” said the old lady in a tone 
that closed the argument. 

She dipped her fingers into the bow] 
of soapy water which Jill had placed 
before her in preparation for the mani- 
cure, and said quite unexpectedly: 

“You have done me good. And you 
don’t gossip. It’s very refreshing!” 


Uvon which, she began asking the most 
searching questions about all that went 
on at the salon. “I’ve been cut off 
from things by this plaguey rheuma- 
tism. I can’t talk to Martha—and, of 
course, Ilona is no company at all.” 

“Your niece?” hazarded Jill. 

“Ves.” The mouth tightened up with 
exasperation and the fine, tapering 
hands were clenched. Jill felt a little 
prick of curiosity. What was there 
about Ilona that made the old lady so 
angry? Probably they got on one 
another’s nerves in this trying weather. 

“My new doctor will soon have me out 
and about,” Mrs. Jefferies was saying. 
“Knows his job and has no nonsense 
about him. He has done more for me 
already than old Dr. Mulroy did in 
years.” 

Busy with her fine cuticle scissors, 
Jill ventured’ “I think the old doctor 
will be very much missed, though . . 
I don’t imagine all his patients will ‘take 
kindly to an inexperienced young man.” 

Mrs. Jefferies grunted. “Young but 
not inexperienced. He has served over- 
seas with the R.A.M.C., I believe. ... 
He took the house as well as the prac- 
tice, which makes him my next-door 
neighbor. as 

The: tall, gaunt-looking house was 
just visible between the elms and limes; 
an inhospitable staring house with bare 
windows like brooding eyes; Jill gave a 
little shiver. ‘“‘Not my choice of *a 
house!” . 


“T’m told his housekeeper starves 


him. A bachelor is so helpless—no mat- 
ter how efficiently he orders his life.” 

Darkness was creeping down and in 
the unnatural storm-light the gardens 
lay hushed, not a leaf stirring. It was 
one of those moments when human 
companionship is suddenly precious. 

Old Mrs. Jefferies tapped her way 

downstairs with a silver-headed cane. 
Martha, impassive and statuesque, had 
just set out the silver tea-things on a 
low table before a hearth filled up with 
ferns and flowering plants. 
Mrs. Jefferies lowered herself win- 
cingly into one of the big, chintz-covered 
armehairs and. sat  poker-stiff, as 
though proclaiming defiance to age and 
infirmity and the abominable modern 
fashion of lounging, 

“You shall’ pour out,” she said with 
an imperious gesture. “The rheuma- 
tism makes it difficult for me to grasp 
things firmly. ... You’re not afraid of 
the storm? I have no patience with a 
girl who hides her head under the 
cushions when it thunders—as I have 
no doubt Ilona is doing at this instant.” 


The door bell shrilled loudly, the 


sound seeming to echo through the 
house; following it closely came the 
mighty, heaven-shattering crash of 


thunder overhead. 

“It will be magnificent to watch,” 
exclaimed Jill, springing up and moving 
across to the window. She felt a strange 
exhilaration, as though the day and 
her own secret were being marched to- 
wards some dramatic moment whose 
challenge her heart leapt to meet. 

She heard Mrs. Jefferies say in a 
tone of pleasure: “Ah, Dr. Harding! I 
had almost given up hope of a visit 
today.” 

She turned, standing silhouetted, slen- 
der and tensed, against the storm-lighf; 
and across the room she met the frown- 
ing, enigmatical glance of the disap- 
proving. stranger of her railway JOUES 
ney. 


S Jill stood face to face with Neil 
Harding, it seemed to her that Fate 
had deliberately brought about this en- 


counter at the height of the summer 


storm. 


She felt keyed up, exhilarated, yet 
strangely dismayed and with a smart- 
ing memory of his contempt. She had 
the impulse to run away—quickly, at 
once, before he could address a single 
word to her. Instead, she stood. her 
ground—cool, challenging, hostile. 

As Mrs. Jefferies started to intro- 
duce them, Dr. Harding said abruptly: 
“We have met before,” his dark brows 
drawing together in the wr she re- 
membered so well. 


The old lady gave Jill a sharp look. 


“Why didn’t you say so, when we were 
talking about Dr. Harding just now?” 

Jill’s cheeks tingled; she was vexed 
that he should know they had been dis- 
cussing him. 

“I didn’t know this was your Dr. Har- 
ding . I believe we have met, but it 
was quite casually, in the train, and I 
hadn’t given it another thought. 2 


But it wasn’t true. Now that she 
faced him again she knew—and bitterly 
resented—that their first meeting had 
dwelt constantly in her thoughts; his 
deeply thrilling voice, heard in the 
darkness of the tunnel, the little pre- 
monitory thrill that ran through her 
when his. hand brushed hers, the way 
he had looked to her for help when 
the accident occurred. And all this 
spoilt, turned salty and bitter in her 
mouth, by his change of manner when 
he learnt about her job. 


SYNOPSIS 45 


When JILL VERNEY went to 
London to take up a six month’s 
course in beauty culture, she was 
running away from an unhappy love 

© affair with fascinaing but careless 
». RALPH CRAWDON. Vitally inter- 
ested in her new life she rediscovers 
herself, and sets out for home, beauti- 
* ful and heart-free. On the train, 
© however, she meets a young doctor 
| who, although friendly and interested 
at first, is scornful when she tells 
him she is a beauty specialist. Even 
her reunion with her family is marred 
by the fact that her young sister, 
DOREEN, has quarrelled with her 


childhood sweetheart, young law : 
student HUGH GRANTLY. e 
Re ee : 


“You have a short memory,” said Dr. 
Harding with a smile that she took to 
be mocking. He turned to Mrs. Jeffer- 
ies. ‘Between us, we gave first aid 
to a child who trapped his hand in the 
door of the compartment. and Miss Ver- 
ney showed commendable presence of 
mind. But no doubt her work teaches 
her to accept. risks and be surprised 
at nothing.” 

“Sugar, Dr. Harding?” asked Jill 
coldly, as she poured out tea. 

“Three, if I may.” 

“But even three,” thought Jill vic- 
iously, “won’t sweeten his nature.” 
Conscious of Mrs. Jefferies’ eyes upon 
her she handed the cup graciously, 
though with a rather br:ttle smile. 

She would never forget this tea- 
party. Outside the lightning tore open 
the sky, thunder rolled and crashed, 
rain fell in a steely sheet, scything the 
summer flower-beds and ‘devastating 
their ordered beauty. Within, there 
was a clash of temperaments as stormy 
as the warfare in the heavens. 

And the setting for all this was the 
sedate Victorian drawing-room with its 
close-patterned wallpaper, its carpet in 


old rose and grey, the greai hearth 
filled up with ferns and flowers, the 
lustres with their cut-glass pendants vi- 
brating to each peal of thunder, the little 
mahogany cabinets and ti »vles crowded 
with ivory and glass and porcelain—as 
though the ornaments had descended 
in a flock and settled wherever thcre 
was a perching place, like the flock of 
starlings which Jill watched from hr 
bedroom window seitting at dusk in 
the sycamores. 


And in this setting of critt.e. eae: 
elegance :stood Dr. Harding, broad- 
shouldered, dark, somehow almost ar- 
rogantly masculine anu forthright. He 
set down his fragile .vhite-and-gold 


tea-cup and asked. “Is Miss “7erney’s 
a professional visit?” 
“Yes,” said Mrs. Jefferies tartly. 


“She has been doing my hands and giv- 
ing me a new face. You mav not ap- 
prove of it, young man, but I do. . 
And, as you see, her call has turned 
ae a social one—as yours so often 

Oo.” 

Jill was secretly delighted to see Dr. 
Harding put out of countenance for a 
moment. Then he said with a smile 
that was rueful and disarming: “I’m 
afraid not all my visits end so pleas- 
antly! I haven’t found folks up at the 
hill farms and cottages exactly wel- 
coming; in fact, they make it plain that 
they resent a newcomer and what old 
Dr. Mulroy prescribed 20 years ago 
still suits them better than m~- new 
treatments. I’m afraid it’s going to be 
uphill work winning their confidence.” 

“It’s all a matter of approach. isn’t 
it?” said Jill cooly. 

“Maybe you have something there,” 
he said cdutiously, and then smiled 
again. “I certainly wish I had tried a 
different approach yesterda:. I found 
a patient sweltering away in a cottage 
bedroom with the window tight shut, 
his view being that fresh air is all 
very well in its place—out of doors. 
The window hadn’t been opened for 
years, but I wasn’t going to be defeated, 
and in my tussle with it the sash- 
cord broke and down came the window 
—glass all over the place.” 

He looked ruefully at a plastered 
hand. “You can guess I didn’t retire 
covered with glory—and I have a 
plumber’s bill and a cut hand into the 
bargain.” 

Jill Knew she ought to find secret 
satisfaction in this mishap- -but she 
didn’t. In the tussle with the window 
she \v@s on the young doctor’s side, 
and as she pictured the scene her mouth 
twitched with amusement in spite of 
herself. 

Clearly old Mrs. Jefferies enjoyed 
it, too, for her beady eyes snapped 
with pleasure as she leaned forward 
to say: “You won’t lose your patient. 
In these parts we like a man who has 
a mind of his own and carries things 
through ... It’s uphill, but you’l] win. 


_ And things get round: Martha has been 


telling me how you sat up all last 
Sunday night with Mrs. Eastwood’s 
little boy until he was over his pneu- 
monia crisis.’ 

“Oh, that!” said Dr. Harding, going 
brick red. “The mother was very 
wor “2d—she lost anotuer child with 
pneumonia, you know, and badly need- 


-ed reassurance.” 


He turned the conversation quickly. 
“I’ve come across some quaint old sup- 
erstitions up in these hills. An old 
fellow told me last week, in all seri- 
ousness, that if you put bee stings in 
the oven they turn into -ustard.” 


[Continued on page 30 | 
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USTRALIAN wines are finding 
their way to the kitchen 
where they-can add much to 
the flavor and enjoyment of 
home-cooked meals. In Aus- 
tralia we not only produce 
wines which are equal to those produced 
anywhere in the world, but we are able 
to produce them at a price well within 
the reach of everybody. 

- There is nothing difficult. about wine. 
It is easy to buy, to store, and to serve. 
It is the oldest of all drinks, the most 
natural of all beverages, and is not sur- 
rounded by strict conventions. 

When we speak of wine, the first type 
which most people think of is Sherry, 
and it is a good type with which to be- 
gin. It is perhaps the most popular ap- 
petiser. 

Sherry is: probably the most useful 
wine in your cupboard, for not only can 
it be served with confidence before a 
meal, but it is quite the right drink to 
serve if somebody drops in unexpectedly. 


Many hostesses enhance the pleasure of. 


the wine by serving a few biscuits. 
Sherry can be bought in two varieties, 
dry and sweet, and should be serve 
with a chilled crispness. 

Australian table wines are noted for 
their quality all over the world. One 
hears only too often that certain wines 
must be served with certain foods, al- 
though nothing could be further from 
the truth. The right wine to serve is the 


one which you feel you would like to’ 


drink or the one that you feel your 
guests would like to drink.’ 

It is usual, however, for white wines 
to be served with fish, and red wines 
with meat. It is generally accepted that 
the heavier the food the heavier the 
wine. 

Types of white wines are Sauterne, 
Chablis, Hock and Riesling, with Saut- 
erne the sweetest of the four. All should 
be served iced. 

To avoid dripping wine on the table- 
cloth after having poured a glass, twist 
the bottle slightly in the hand wkeen you 
have finished pouring, and the drip 
which would have fallen on the table- 
cloth will stay on the top of the bottle- 
neck. 

The most popular red wines are Claret 
and Burgundy. Both should be served 
at the natural temperature of the room 
in which they are to be drunk, and to 
achieve this it is best to take them into 
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the dining room and leave them on the 
sideboard for an hour or two before you 
expect to use them. 


Your menfolk in the main will enjoy 
Port at the end of their meal. Austra- 
lian Ports are generally regarded as be- 
ing among the world’s best, and the 
sales overseas show that people abroad 
enjoy them equally as much as Austra- 
lians do. 


Wine does not demand a large cellar 
specially constructed or fitted, although 
it is naturally a help if such a cellar is 
available. Wines will keep quite well 
in any cool cupboard provided you lay 
the bottles on their side with the cork 
covered with the wine. You will enjoy 
your wines more if you drink them 
slowly and take the fullest pleasure 


from both the bouquet and the taste that. 


they offer. 

Perhaps on the occasion of some per- 
sonal celebration you may care to ar- 
range a sherry party at which your 
guests should be allowed to choose from 
a number of different mixed drinks. In 
preparing this you will find Vermouth 
of great assistance, since the dry, or 
French, type and the sweet, or Italian, 
type are the basis of the best cocktails. 
Cocktails are easy to mix and can be 
done quickly and economically. 


Experienced cooks will tell you that 
wine has a definite place in the kit- 
chen. Sherry and Port can do so much 
to add zest to your food, particularly 
during the hot summer months. 


The simplest dishes can be given a 
delicious flavor by adding a little wine. 
In Australia, wines cost less than prac- 
tically any country of the world, and the 
housewife who keeps a few bottles in 
her kitchen cupboard will be well re- 
paid by the difference it will make to 
her cooking. 

Lay in a bottle of sweet sherry. a 
bottle of claret or burgundy, and a 
bottle of hock or sauternes. Sherry 
keeps indefinitely after it is opened, but 
if you want to keep the others longer 
than three or four days, pour a teaspoon. 
of oil into the bottle. This seals off the 
air from the wine, and it will be good 
for cooking as long as you wish. 


Try out cooking with wine with these 
simple recipes: 


To Make a Good Stew: Use neck, 
chuck, or other less tender cut of beef 
or veal, cut in about 14-inch cubes. Roll 
the cubes in flour and brown slowly on 
all sides in a little suet, shortening or oil 
in a heavy pan. Add salt, pepper, a bay 
leaf, chopped onion, celery and parsley 
as desired, and boiling water almost to 
cover meat. . Cover, and simmer about 2 
hours. Add small onions, pared and 
quartered potatoes, and scraped carrots; 
cover, and simmer 1 hour longer. 
Thicken the liquid for gravy, adding 1 
cup of claret or burgundy, add more 
seasonings if necessary, and serve. 


Home-made Meat Balls: 1 lb. beef 
(ground), 2 tablespoons olive oil, 1 clove, 
garlic (minced), 1 onion (minced), 1 


tablespoon parsley, 3 large mushrooms— 


(minced), 1 tablespoon flour, salt, pep- 

per, paprika to taste, 4 cup burgundy. 
Heat oil in shallow pan, add garlic 

and onion, fry gently until soft and yel- 


low, add parsley, mushrooms and wine, 
heat thoroughly but do not boil. Cool, 
and mix well with meat. Dip hands in 
cold water, form meat into round balls 
13 inches in diameter. Roll meat in 
flour, shake off extra flour on paper 
towel. Place meat balls in refrigerator 
until chilled. Fry gently in olive oil 
until browned on each side. If desired, 
add tomato sauce and spaghetti. 


Stuffed Tomatoes: 3 gill claret or bur- 
gundy, 1 gill tomato sauce, $ cup stale 
breadcrumbs, 2 tablespoons’ grated 
cheese, 6 equal-sized large tomatoes, 2 
ozs. chopped, cooked ham or meat, 3 tea- 
spoon minced parsley. 


Halve tomatoes crosswise, and carefully 
remove pulp into a saucepan, add wine, 
parsley, ham or meat.and tomato sauce. 
Simmer over a slow heat for 3 hour, 
then stir in breadcrumbs. Remove pan 
from fire. Arrange tomate shells in a 
buttered fireproof dish. Sprinkle shells 
with salt, pepper and sugar to taste. 
Stuff with the cooked mixture. Sprinkle 
with grated cheese. Dab each with a 
tiny pat of butter. Bake in a moderate 
oven for 15 minutes. Sufficient for 6. 


Baked Apples with Wine: Wash and 
core 4 apples, peel upper one-third of 
each. Place in a casserole. Dissolve 
one-third cup sugar in 4 cup boiling 
water, pour over apples, cover and bake 
in moderate over 30 to 40 minutes. Re- 
move apples ‘to serving dishes, pour 2 
tablespoons port or sherry into each. 
Boil down remaining syrup until fairly 
thick, and pour over apples to glaze 
them. Sufficient for 4. 


Raspberry Celeste 


1 quart red raspberries, 1 cup heavy 
cream, powdered ‘sugar, 2 tablespoons 
white Port. 

Hull berries, arrange in glass bowl 
and chill, whip cream with Port and 
chill. When ready to serve, powder ber- 
ries generously with sugar and pile the 
whipped cream in billows on top. 


Strawberries of Bordeaux 


Select 1 quart of large fine berries 
and prepare for the table. Pour over 
4 cup of fine Claret and sprinkle with 
sugar according to taste. 


Orange and Pineapple with White Wine 


One ripe pineapple, powdered sugar, 
6 fine oranges, 4 cup white wine. 4 

Place in fruit dish alternate layers of 
pineapple and orange slices. Sprinkle 
each layer generously with sugar and 
pour wine over all. Let stand two hours 
before serving; chill if desired. 


OMETIMES I receive a letter from a 

reader who lives far removed from 

the amenities of civilised life. Such let- 

ters always take me back in years be- 

cause I used to know outback women 

pretty well, and have always had the 
greatest admiration for them. 

Those women lived at the other end 
of bush tracks at a time when motor-cars 
were few and the buggy and pair or the 
pony and jinker were the usual means 
of transport. This meant that the bush- 
women were extremely isolated and saw 
the towns only occasionally. If they 
were 30 miles away it was a two-day 
trip to town and back. The wool and 


wheat waggons could only make two- 


trips a week—two days to get in and 
drop the load, and a long day to go 
home empty. 

Things are different aewcee: The 
car, even over a bush track, is pretty 
speecy. and is only deterred by very 
heavy rain. Even then, chains will 
probably get it through. the worst 
patches, and usually it is not far to a 
metal road, 

Back in 1913, members of the Vic- 
torian Country Roads Board rode on 


horseback through the mud tracks of: 


Victoria’s South Gippsland. The Board 
had just been created to give the coun- 
try better roads. One member had been 
a shire engineer in South Gippsland, 
and knew how appalling road conditions 
were in that part. His knowledge de- 
cided the Board that here their first 
work should be done. 

“They rodé on horses because no other 
means of transport was possible over 
the prevailing mud. As they progressed 
they were staggered by what they 
found. It was the women who suffered 
most. Some of them had not been able 
to reach a town for years. Many had 
their children on the farms without 
medical aid and trusted to luck. There 
were cases where something had gone 
wrong and the mother had eventually 
reached town and a doctor on a mud 
sledge. 

Ww 


These women could not believe that 
those three men on horseback were go- 
ing to change all that. They listened to 
the Board’s plans with tears in their 
eyes and Scepticism in their hearts. 
There had been promises before that 
had never been fulfilled. 

But the change came, and today there 
is no area in Australia better served 
with all-weather roads than South 
Gippsland. And there are women there 
today who still remember in _ their 
prayers those three men on horseback, 
although all three have passed on. 

In my own sojourn in the pioneering 
areas I met many women whom I re- 
member with admiration. Their dis- 
tances from town were great. They bore 
their children in their own homes with 
the aid only of a neighbor. Their 
families were usually large 


* Then 


I remember one, a city girl, who mar- 
ried: a squatter from Central Australia, 
and went to live where the only other 
women had black skins. Three of her 
children were born there. Then she and 
her husband went pioneering new coun- 
try in a more temperate climate, and 
three more children were born in a 
slab-house that would have seemed an 
eyesore in a city, but which the wife 
had made homelike. There was no 
rushing off to hospital to have babies in 
those parts, nor did the town doctor ap- 
pear unless something went wrong. 
it was a case of the husband 
saddling his swiftest horse ard riding 
hard for the town. This was one of the 
happiest women I ever met, even though 
telephones had not reached beyond the 
town. 

* 


I knew another woman living with 
husband and children a day’s journey 
away from civilisation, who had net 
been in the town for 18 months. ° Her 
husband went in frequently by horse 
and dray to collect stores, but she never 
went with him. Her home was part 
wattle-and-daub shack and part tent, 
and there she stayed quite happily with 
her two children. Her home was the 
furthest outpoint reached by the once- 
a-week mailman, and I used to go there 
to collect my mail. Almost as soon as 
I hove in sight she would begin talking 
to me, and she never stopped until I left. 


I was a good listener, and she was a 
woman who had been used to much in 
her girlhood. All the time she spoke of 
the happy days before her marriage, nct, 
I think, because she was discontented 
with her .present life. So much had 
happened before and nothing was hap- 
pening now. She had no woman ccm- 
panions near her, and never saw any- 
body but her husband and children. The 
place was new—all trees and scrub— 
with hardly a fence... She never 
grumbled at her lot once, but she did 
remember her happy days. 


There were others, but they fitted into 
much the same pattern. Social life for 
them was practically nil. Just before I 
left a central hall was built where func- 
tions could be held. 


It was opened with a concert and 
dance. The local M.P. appeared, and 
must have shaken hands with every- 
body three times. After the concert a 
city girl visitor sat at the piano and 
played dance music. The dancers looked 


daggers at her, and after the first waltz a 


loud voice was heard above the din: 
“Git the accordion, Bill. You can’t 
dance to a bloomin’: pianner.”’ 


Bill obliged, and everyone was happy. 
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IZBETH inserted a sheet of 
paper in her’ typewriter 
and typed in neat red liet- 
ters in the top right-hand 
corner: Strike—1. Her 
. ' fingers flew over the keys. 
The same old strike, of course. The 
same old story—if the parties. to the 
dispute are not meeting today, they will 
meet tomorrow, or the next day, or the 
next. This strike was now in its fourth 
week and reverently referred to as 
The Strike. 

pe What on earth: did they have in the 
radio news script before this strike? 
Her lips curved. in an involuntary: smile. 
That was easily answered. Another 
strike. It wouldn’t be a radio news 
bulletin without a strike or a political 
upheaval of some type. 

She stole a glance at the Editor of 
‘the Radio News Room, Rory Corliss, 
as she inserted another sheet of paper 
in her machine. Her heart thudded 
uncertainly. Was she in love with 
him? How silly? Of course not. A 
girl simply did not fall in love with 
a married man. 

She sighed regretfully. But he was 
handsome. Nice, too. All the nice men 
seemed to be married. It wasn’t fair. 
_ Funny thing that nobody had noticed 
today was officially the first day of 
, spring. Surely the Chief of Staff would 
get one of his reporters in the big news- 
paper office on to a Spring story. 

Spring. That-must be why she was 
mooning about love. Today she was 

4 ready to fall out of love with Matthew 

Gill, “the third member of the Radio 
News Room staff, and in love with the 
first person to show a little healthy, 
friendiy interést in her. 

The door of the News Room opened 
and the news reader entered. Lizbeth’s 
blonde hair swung enchantingly and 
her blue eyes sparkled as she smiled 
a warm greeting at the young radio 
announcer. | 

Nice Johnny Milton. Theze was a 
person one could really love. Shy, 
unassuming Johnny. 

“What’s new?” he asked, perching 
himself on the edge of her desk and 
smiling down at her. 

He’s attracted, she thought to herself 
without vanity. Why the heck didn’t 
he do something about it? Why didn’t 
he ask for a date some time? ‘Must a 
girl do all the work? 

Wave ‘fie: Would: Blick up: enough | She took the last page of the strike 

courage to ask her for a date tonight. i story from her machine. “We’ ve got 


CATCHWORI 


He groaned, “Same one?” | . 

She nodded. ‘“Monotonous,. isn’t it?” 

The door flew open again. Jl athtew 
Gill bounced, into the room with his 
hands full of copy from the various 
news departments that made up the big 
newspaper office. 

“Hi, Johnny. Lizbeth, have y’got 
that Dove story there?” 

She sighed at the sight of the papers 
in his hands. Only fifteen minutes 
left before the announcer went on the 
pee It looked like another last-minute 
rush. 
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“What’s wrong?” she asked, as she 
leafed through the typewritten copy, 
looking at the catchlines for the story 
concerning a missing prize pigeon. 
Strike .. . Politics ... Reds .. 
Yugo ... Canberra ... Love— Her 
fingers stopped while her mind shrieked. 
Love!! What a typographical error 
to make! No use altering it to Dove 
with both Johnny and Matthew watch- 


ing her. Maybe they wouldn’t notice. 
“They’ve found it,” “commented 
Matthew. He looked at Rory Corliss. 


“What do y’know! 
was mating with some common variety 
of pigeon right next door!” 

“Must be the mating season,” grunted 
Corliss, as though thinking of some- 


thing else. 
She could have said then to all three 
of them: “It’s Spring!”  Instead— 


“Don’t muck the typing up too much 
Matthew. I won’t have time to type 
the whole story again.” 

“Right, my pet.” Matthew adjourned 
to his desk with a 4B pencil, while 
Lizbeth dialled the number of the 
Weather Bureau and asked for the 
latest weather forecast. 


“Metropolitan: A fine day with sea 
breezes,” chanted the girl at the other 
end. ‘Victoria: A fine day generally. 
Northerly winds strong at times on the 
coast. That’s all.” 

Lizbeth grimaced into the phone. 
“From my window here it looks like 
rain at any moment.” 

The voice at the other end took on a 
haughty note. “I can’t help what it 
looks like from your window. The 
Weather Man says a fine day.” 

‘She must be in love with the Weath- 
er Man,” commented Lizbeth as she 
typed the message for the ether waves. 

Johnny grinned. “They say love is 
blind.” 

Lizbeth shuddered. How. corny! 

Johnny saw the blank look on her 
face and colored slightly. It had been 
a corny remark to make. 


She took the last page of the story from her machine, 


The dear little thing” 


He looked at the clock. Ten minutes 
before he was due on the air. Why 
the devil didn’t Corliss hurry? It 
wasn’t a bit of use reading a carbon 
copy of the news. By the time the 
Radio News Editor was through with 
his thick pencil, the original copy 
showed no resemblance to the carbon 
copy. 

Corliss came over to Lizbeth’s desk 
and picked up the copy. “How are 
you, Johnny?” he grunted. 


Even his greeting to a mere announc- 
er was an. effort, thought Johnny rebel- 
liously. He muttered something and 
walked away to where the teletype 
machine was pounding noisily with 
a message from the other side of the 
world. 

His eyes wandered back to Lizbeth 
and softened. How attractive she was 
with the light. from the window shin- 
ing on her golden hair. She had blue 
eyes, too. He’d always had a weak- 
ness for blue eyes. 


Maybe he would pluck up enough 
courage to ask her for a date tonight— 
damnation, he was working tonight. 
That was the whole trouble. He w>rk- 


ed just about every night except his 


day off, which was Sunday—and where 
the devil could you take a girl on 
Sunday? | 
“Johnny.” 
desk. ' 
Reluctantly Johnny bent over the 


Corliss called from his 


Johnny sighed and went back to Liz- 
beth’s des’: where she Was typing furi- 
ously. He looked at her appealingly. 


She smiled kindly and _ briefly. 
“Don’t worry, Johnny. You'll get 
there.’ Her fingers continued to type 


furiously at the completion of the story 
about the mating dove. 

Mory Corliss’s pencil reached out and 
viciously drew a “D” over the typo- 
graphical error in the catchword Dove. 

As if love wasn’t complicated enough 
without Lizbeth making such an error. 

Julie. Julie. He turned her name 
over and over in his mind. What had 
happened to their marriage? Why 
didn’t Julie realize that a newspaper- 
man had to work hard if he wanted his 
name to be noticed. Fame was hard 


enough to acquire in. the newspaper 


word the News Editor was indicating. 


The word was “gneissard.” 

“It’s pronounced “nice-oyd.” 

“Oh?” Johnny managed to look en- 
lightened. “Thanks, Rory.” Lord, 
these newspapermen se2med to think 
announcers were imbeciles. 


H® looked pointedly at the clock. But 
Corliss seemed oblivious of the 
time. His desk was swamped with an 
untidy mess of paper which he would 
soon gather together into what he was 


pleased to call a news bulletin. 


“We've got a strike!” 


world without her being difficult about 
lack of attention. 

Not that the lack of attention seemed 
to worry her any more. Today she 
was going interstate with her mother 
for a holiday, and her farewell could 
not have been more disinterested. 


However, it was no use worrying 
about it now. Perhaps things would 
right themselves when she returned. 
His heart shook a little. Did he doubt - 
things would right themselves? 


Concentrate’ on the news _ bulletin, 
Corliss, he reproved himself. Only 
five minutes before time.. Johnny was 
getting jittery. He wouldn’t have time 
to go over the script before announcing 
it. What was he worried about? A 
good-announcer should be able to read 
anything on the spur of the moment. 
And the studio was only a minute’s 
walk—run—on the other side of the 
big newspaper office. 

Strike. Of course, that was alwave 
the lead story. Now a little foreign 
news to please the big white chief, the 
Managing Director of the newspaper, 
who liked his news peppered liberally 
with overseas news. ... Where was that 
Dove story? A little humor after the 
unsettled world conditions. . Can- 
berra. . .. Love—what the! !! 

A strange phenomenon was _ thrust 
upon him. The word'Love had been 
used as a catchword on most of the 
copy. ; 

What the devil was the matter with 
Lizbeth? He glanced at the clock. 
Three minutes to go. Johnny was get- 
ting mad now. Quickly Corliss gather-= 
ed the rest of the copy together. 


[Continued on page 23 
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VIRGO (August 24 to September 22): You 
couldn’t ask for better conditions under which 
to begin new ventures, travel, or turn a neat 
stroke of business. Good news. Nice pros- 
pects for romance, important family or social 
gatherings. September 6 (p.m.), 7, 9, 10, 11 
and 12, six lucky dates. 


LIBRA (September 23 to October 23): Con- 
centrate on essentials—make no changes until 
ou’re sure where conteniplated moves may 
ead. Rewards come unexpectedly, are well 
worth the time and effort involved. Septem- 
ber 6, morning best. September 7 and 8, take 
no chances. September 10, mildly helpful. 


SCORPIO (October 24 to November 22): 
Opinions differ; others’ problems or unwel- 
come interference may add to complications, 
expense. Defer decisions until after week-end, 
at least, when co-operation is possible and 
could produce exceptionally successful results. 
September 11 and 12, fine prospects. 


SAGITTARIUS (November 23 to Decem- 
ber 22): Interviews, discussions prove advan- 
tageous. Agreeable suprises, profit, better 
times sooner than you think. If lonely, in- 
teresting social interludes with romance well 
to the foreground. September 9 and 10, lucky 
stars shine. September 11 and 12, use care. 


CAPRICORN (December 23 to January 
20): Be alert to Fortune’s smile. Brief, yet 
ample opportunities to improve family, em- 


ployment, business position. No time to lose, 
however, find an outlet for your talents while 
luck’s on your side. September 11 and 12, 
ideal for all personal activities. 


AQUARIUS (January 2! to February (9): 
Mixed—mainly favorable. Money, property 
interests flourish. Pleasing incidents, too, 
concerning Career, correspondence, romance, 
but tact essential in dealing with elders, loved 
ones—compromise; soothe troublesome moods. 
September 6, best date. 


PISCES (February 20 to March 20): Rest- 


lessness and tension are still rife. Partners, 
co-workers hard to handle, but can be swayed 
by patient, persistent efforts. Consider 
changes, postponing action temporarily. Sep- 
tember 6 and 7, fix important appointments. 
September 11 and 12, play safe. 


ARIES (March 2! to April 20): Improve- 
ment continues. Seek answers, aid, advice; 
use every chance to put family and occupa- 
tional security on a sound basis. Whatever is 
accomplished should be of lasting value. Sep- 
tember 6 (a.m.), 9 and 10, encouraging; luck, 
approval, romance may be widespread. 


TAURUS (April 21 to May 21): Considerable 
satisfaction if only in winning small personal 
favors or in avoiding troublesome situations. 
For the unattached, social events near home 
offer opportunity, new interests. September 
6, 7, 11 and 12, everything goes splendidly. 
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table laxative. 
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approved by a panel of British doctors. They rid the 
system of poisonous impurities, promote digestion, and 
restore your normal health and slimness. You feel fit and 


look years younger. 
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1/6 and 3/6 at all chemists. 
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GEMINI (May 22 to June 21): Accept the 
unavoidable gracefully. During the next few 
days you must conform to circumstances as 
you find them or experience great difficulty 
in trying to change them. eptember 6, 9 
and 10, plan, but carefully. September 11 and 
12, could be most adverse. 


CANCER (June 22 to July 22): Admirable 
for all that concerns love, health, home, per- 
sonal interests. Gains are strongly empha- 
sised and may well be connected with money, 
career, property settlements. September 6, 7, 
8, ¥l and 12, special chances to build loyalty, 
approval, confidence. 


LEO (July 23 to August 23): Fortunes im- 
prove rapidly: Opportunities to regain lost 
ground; to seek increased income, promotion 
or a transfer. Changes, travel favored; new 
paths lead to greater prestige. understanding, 
romantic happiness. Renieiber 6, 9 and 10, 
particularly lucky. 


BIRTHDAY FORECASTS 


September 6: Provided you don’t neglect 
health and make no unnecessary moves, pleas- 
antly varied and happy times. await you. 
Especially good for anything involving money, 
career. 


September 7: A year to remember. Unex- 
pected good fortune, larger income, travel and 
a momentous decision when you are con- 
fronted with the choice of one of two courses. 
Romance. 


September 8: Plenty to keep you busy. Op- 
portunities for change, promotion,, consider- 
able personal happiness. Surprises, important 
new friendships; lkelihood of betrothal or 
marriage. 

September 9: Unusual, but interesting year 
ahead. Much to do with new people. Fresh 
enthusiasms; affection, more comfort. Differ- 
ences disappear unaccountably. Journeys 
probable. 


September 10: Decidedly mixed. Gains and 
losses almost simultaneously. Old problems 
are again brought into prominence. Surprises. 
In most cases an important career or family 
change. 


September !!: As good as you could wish 
for. Don’t be afraid to break away from 
present conditions—plans succeed; the roman- 


tic side of life is definitely promising Im- 
proved health. 
September 12: Excellent pruspects. The 


younger you are the more the influences now 
operating will favor you. Home affairs nros- 
per; finances satisfactory. Popularity. Be- 
trothals. 


PENNY’S COUNTRY 
HOLIDAY 


(Continued from page 2) 


“Tt wasn’t the one I had in mind,” 
Diana said, and then the conversation 
lapsed while she negotiated a particu- 
larly sharp bend. 

As he picked himself up from the 
floor Cuthbert decided that it definitely 
wasn’t a bit like he’d imagined as he 
tossed sleeplessly the previc: night. 


|B are and tired, they reached the 
Ash Creek Hotel just after midday 
dinner. ‘There was no food left, so 
hunger was added to their woes. 
“Want Miss Penny Torrence, do you?” 
the manager said, looking Diana’s trim 
figure up and down in such a way that 


Cuthbert writhed impotently, “She’s 
gone out. Yes, saw her myself. Went 
off with that Mr. Mason from the 
farm.” 


“Who the devil’s Mr. Mason?” Diana 
was irritable. Cuthbert stood help- 
lessly twisting his handkerchief into 
knots. 


“Mr. Mason? Owns a big fa..n two 
miles away. Down that road.” He 
pointed vaguely out through the .door. 
“It’s got a sign up. Mason’s . Farm. 
He’s got pigs. Big fat ones. Come to 
think of it, they—’” 
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Marmaduke Mouse has induced Sam, the singing sheep dog, to impersonate King Louie, the comical lion, whose 
voice has failed him just before he is die to sing ata concert. 


THAT FACE’) HE DOESN'T LOOK 

HE.scroanz § LIKE YOU’ BUT WAIT [, 

TILL I GET THROUGH Jf 
WITH HIM S | 


ALITTLE PUTTY AND MAKE-UP 
AND AWIG... AND NOBODY 'LL 
KNOW THE DIFFERENCE ¢ 


‘KING LOUIE, THIS IS SAM? HELL 
~_ SING FOR YOU! 


YEAH, GORSH! IT'LL BE 
AN HONOR, YER HIGH- 
— NESSHIP ! 


NOT BAD! LOUIE, TAKE | MY, HUH? -CARAWA ES SAM,YOU LOOK FINE £ GET 
_| OFF YOUR CLOTHES! IN THERE AND SING YOUR 
, : BEST! | 


THE ORCHESTRAS BUT AH GOTTA HAVE MAH ) | / MARMADUKE, ) { AHILLBILLY SINGER? IT LOOKS 
STARTING’ HURRY! TRUSTY GUITAR’ AH COULD HE'S..2 vawk’ LIKE ITf BUT BUCK UP_LOUIE £ 
NEVER SING WITHOUT IT ¢ IT’S THE BEST I COULD DOIN 
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stitching to contrast with 
of the bre 


the white linen of skirt 


and jacket. 


ered 


POD OOCOER SPOOL ED Bl EIN Re LET, Dalila i EE J Pilea IER EI Pula EST BL Ba Plat ae aE ENT i Tal Birt ata ie CT Ral ae, Gl Pela nT 


ee Ce ee Oe ae 


gpa ee 
I 00 
” ~4 OD 
05.8 
cea PP Ae 
wees aay O,.8 os 
A" 4.5 § 
prem 
grabs 
d —_ yyy: S Sus 
<i WWE $8 
4 ++» UBD a wunltiitilllllegill7e na cy = 
Yjflee=: i LO q ~ 
Yl fo BF US6 0 
ME. 7 = 828 
Le esis 
pte Ard cy oO ed 
i pee » —.c m RO 
Cerra . 
ea a 
ah Fao ORO / 
w ;} 
- +I Seer ee 
RAGS SS, 
— II. CCN <~ 
Si oS 3oP BSS SK KA eee _W0ACDjWWSE 
= Ss A om 2) iv, S RNS SI QW ROE LESS 
SHES oS Bb = & CASES WAS “~ AA WHOOP 
4 . 6 °'S o 2 iii So \< AS SY 
“Sees nA Oe stirs os VY, \ WK NY 
mM GS 2 oo = apa a Z ONS A 
iB) a © ho © pom A ee WN ee 
S54 | Pee. oes s —IWS 
o> > Ww a 3 Get Ww ji 
BA LF. ee aes ae eee hee on \ i 
a tS oe Poon 4258 5 a 
2 of 0" 5 Sas aoe “PW | CS ; 
as - DO Goo ee Z 
et Re a hee aw o Ze Oat Kogaw sa é 
ert -@) abd ‘a 9 oO . 
Oo OG =O » VU ze a. é 
& a N re — = orl & hed ial 
sx FO} QO .D) sa) ~~! VOY. 
Sw Oo se c Ses 
= a 2 ope S S 
ee" OS = eg ore RAS 4 
By > es w = et oe eo — S WS 
se ae 8 poo Sgus Xs 
. ot ° pad SS ~ a 
ae re SeAR gee —— 
<b) io eee = es _ S 
NN oN nara Sy 
LESS ee eo gox ASS 
a Pe Oa Cc ° “ rod - 
ao, US 252 peer 
as Oo > oO ws oo © 
mm he = = ‘om Caney we ° 
<5) © © oo ° a oO SS 
Ey s = on ie) a2 o 
Togs “hs “65 


CHE New lpea, 6/9/50 


Page 16 


nee ee 


tig “fi Perma. 


Ay : 
S WS 
Ni WS 
‘ S 
SS 
—! 
Ny 
$ 
AY 
y 


aaror aes 


sy ¥de 


SN eee 


o, 4, 000° to 
. en ba 


weet, . 
a ra 
ee i ae 

PIII 


“- : 
Sake 
ASN ra 
NON 
SENS 
‘ x X: 
: NaN 
TEN 
“N: Nt 
a NaS 
P VX 
» N 
RE 
e 
L- e 
- BONN SS SSS 
ae ees Bek eee . 
Poa WS 
tar 


A loose jacketed suit with 

a softly cut shawl collar, 

rounded shoulders and 

bracelet length sleeves. 

Breast pockets are a smaller 

version of lower patch 
pocket. 
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Tough Girl 
IRST guest to arrive at my son’s party was 
a little girl of three: her hair was curled 
and in her party frock she looked like a fairy. 
I suggested that the two children play with the 
tricyle and train on the veraridah until the rest 


of the guests arrived. Son agreed, but not so 
little fairy. J'p she spoke in no uncertain 
terms: “Pooh! that’s a silly game! Let’s play 
‘murders!”’—Lis. (Vic.) | 


Ww 


getaliation 


small pal 
I*went out to meet them. 


AVID and 


from school. 


were coming home 


' Seeing a nasty cut on Tony’s forehead I asked 


what had happened. 
David’s reply surprised me: “Tony threw 


a stone at a post and the post threw it back 
and hit him.’—Seaside. (S.A.) 


Ww 


How It Happened 


¥ TOOK my grandson (4 years old) for a walk 
in the park and he fell into the small pond 
‘there. He went home slightly wet but none 
the worse for it. When his ‘mother asked him 
how he came to fall in, hc replied: 
“Well, Mummy, I was throwing a stone in 
the pond, and I forgot to let go.”—Lynece. 


(Vic.) 
Ww 


Careful Lad 


ILL was undressing and carefully took all 
the money from his pocket and put on the 
dressing table (a la Dad). 
“Wherever did you get all that money, Bill?” 
asked his Mother. | 
“Oh, Mummy, Dad was most careless while 
we were away. Every time we had something 


the table, so I picked it up.” 
Dad hopes he won’t be visiting those hotels 
-~ain for some time—Mary Mary. (N.S.W.) 


Ww 


Traffic Problem 


y little son, aged 34, had a cold. I asked 
him if his nose was clear and he said: 


“No Mummy, it’s running and it’s not even 
looking where it’s going.’—A.B. (Vic.) 


Ww 


_ Taking No Chances 
‘HE story of Herod and the slaughter of 


the ideal start in religious instruction for the 
tinies on their first day at school. Boyo, on his 
return home made no immediate reference to it, 
but on retiring to slumber demanded that a light 
be left in his bedroom. 

This being right off the record, Mummy probed 
into the matter to find that Boyo, knowing 
himself to be a first born son, was taking no 
risks with Herod. Mummy patiently explained 
that the bloodthirsty monarch had “taken the 
count years ago and there was nothing for a. 
small son to werry about.” 

“Still, Mum, I’d like the light on.” 
parent left it on. As she reached the. door, a 
sleepy voice murmured: 

‘Anyway, whose side was he on—ours or the 
Germans?”—-Malici: Demons. (Q.) 


to eat at the hotel he always left money on. 


the first born sons doesn’t seem to me to be . 


A wise © 


Blameless 


Y four-year-old son had been playing with 

the little boy next door, and stayed there 

for his dinner. When he came home I. said: 

“You should have come home for your dinner. 

Mrs. Next Door has enough people to feed 

without feeding you.” 

He replied: ‘She didn’t feed me, Mummy, | 

fed myself.”—Aussie. (Vic.) 


We 
Young Minder 


FTER a day in town with the four children | 


I came home tired out, and Hubby, being 
the understanding man he is, packed me off to 
bed with a lovely cup of coffee, while he gave 
the family their tea. 

Presently the youngest member of the family 
aged nearly three, came in to say goodnight and 
nearly knocked over the cup of coffee I’d put 
on the floor to cool. 

“Mind that coffee, son,” said Dad. Son 
promptly sat on the floor and stayed there. A 
bit mystified, I asked him: 

“But aren’t you going to bed?” 

*No, I can’t,” came the answer, “Dad told 
me to mind the coffee for him.”—Jay. (W.A.) 


xe 
Busy Street 
“[ HREE-AND-A-BIT on her first visit to the 
farm was walking along a track on which 
were lying the quiet old milkers. Dodging 
around them the little .ownie turned to Granny 
with: , 
*There’s a lot of craffics on the road oaday, 
isn’t there, Nanny?”—Graceton. (Q.) 


Ww 


Not Likely 


NE of Miss Three’s duties while “down on 

the farm” was to feed the fowls, and collect 
the eggs, night and morning, with Grand-dad. 
One evening she raced into the kitchen, and 
with eyes like saucers, shrieked: 


“Nanny, Nanny! I eated some corn. Will I 
lay eggs frew the night?”—Granny. (Q.) 


Ww 
Able to Read 


EW to the country, we found ourselves 
having to cope with ants, never a probleta 
in the city. Finding they trailed up the back 
stairs and in at the kitchen windows, I bought 
an arsenical preparation which guaranteed sudden 
death. 
Arriving home with the bottle, there wasn’t 
an ant to be seen and they haven’t returned. 
Tiny’s explanation is: “I ’spect they read what 
it says on the bottle and went for their lives!” 
—Ferriby. (N.S.W.) 


OW 
Holiday Expenses 


“T’M off to Sydney. Mum,” announced small 
daughter, suitcase in hand. Kisses and hugs 

and off she toddled. 

A few minutes later, back she came. 
got my book, Mum.” 

“What book,” says I? . 

“My cheque book, Vll want some money, 
won't I?” 

The ‘traveller’ has not yet reached her 
third birthday. Poor Father!—R.A.M. (Q.) 
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LET’S TALK IT OVER 


(Continued from page 6) 


Her Birthday 


T is 9 am. and I’ve just washed the breakfast 
things. My large kitchen window overlooks 
the bay. A mist is rising over the river, with 
patches of silver on the water where the sun 
is shining through. 


The hills beyond are still covered with a. 
slight white mist. The grass around the house 
is wet with dew, and there are dozens of birds 
chirrping and busy with the worms. My pet 
cat is out ghere, too, flat on her belly, I’m afraid 
she is in for a kill. 


Today instead of polishing floors, PH just 
sweep and flick around with the duster, then 
dress up, and sit on the sunny verandah and 
catch up on my reading. 


Yesterday, I would not have had the courage 
‘to sit back with the house “undone,” for fear 
of a visitor calling, but today! who cares for 
such a trivial thing? Today, I’m 51 years young. 


—Grandma. (Tas.) 


“4Y FRIENDS ALL THOUGHT ME CRAZY 
WHEN  VOLUNTEERED TO PLAY 


@ Ths FREE Book “How to Play 
Popular Music on the Piano,” can 
change YOUR whole life! It tells you 
how you can learn to play modern 
music on the piano easily, quickly, 
with no wearisome exercises or scales. 
You play popular songs from ordin- 
ary music in a few weeks, whether 


you're an absolute beginner, or an ad- 


SUITE 


a FREE 


NAME 
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of Modern Piano Playing 


BOX 3961, G.P.0., SYDNEY 
77, 26 O'CONNELL STREET, SYDNEY, 


CLIP THIS COUPON, 


Please send me, at once and without obligation, 
Popular Music on the Piano.” 


SCSOSHSSHSHSHEHOSOCSCHOHE HOHE O OFC ET CHEECH EHOCOE EH 


ADDRESS 


Job For Nature 


RESIDENT in our suburb has never been 

heard to complain of wash-day backache. 
As soon as it starts to rain all clothes are pegged 
out dry on the line and Nature does the rest. 
If no rain obliges for a week or two the garden 
hose is used.—Marmac (Q.). 


aK 
Long-Standing ‘‘Debt’”’ 


UST 25 years ago my brother—then just a 
youth—came to the city for his annual 
holiday. He called on many friends, one being 
a distant relative, who in a moment of generosity 


“pave” him a mixture for a rather distressing 
cough. 
He gratefully accepted it and offered no 


payment thinking this might offend, but the 
“giver’s” thought ran differently. 

She made a vow that if she waited 20 years 
she would remind him of his debt. During the 


afternoon of his sister’s funeral 25 years later 
she reminded him with a vengeance. 
Cost of medicine 3/6 has now been paid.—Paula. 


( Vic.) 


THEY KNEW FO NEVER PLAYED AFFORS 
AND AT PARTIES HID AWA 


AND AS 1 PLAYED WITH POL'SHED EASE 
HE ROOM WITH CHEERING SHOOK 


vanced pianist by old methods. Over @ 
thousand testimonials back this 
course, which contains more informae 
ticn than any other course of piano 
instruction in the world. Get your 
FREE copy of “How to Play Popular 
Music on the Piano,” entirely without 


obligation, by filling in the coupon bee 
low AT ONCE. 


copy of your book “How to Play 


SCHEELE HECETCL EL ESE SEE EC CCE EEC LELOR 


o 
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PENNY’S COUNTRY 
HOLIDAY 


(Continued from page 14) 


But Diana wasn’t interested in the 


pigs. 

“Come on, Cuthbert. 
Mason’s Farm.” She pushed him un- 
ceremoniously into the car and they 
Grove off again. The gnawing pangs 
of hunger seemed to leave her strangely 
unaffected, but he was suffering’ agony. 

“Couldn’t we buy something to 
chew?” 

“Later on,’ she snapped. Miserably 
he looked out at the open countryside. 
At least he could see it now. They 
weren’t going so fast. Fat cows and 
sneep. They looked happy enough. 
fed and contented. While he 

arved. No, it wasn't at all like he’d 
rar 

They found the farm but the gate 
wouldn’t open wide enough for the car. 


So they trudged up the long dusty track 


to the farmhouse. 

“If Penny’s not here, at least some- 
body will know about her—I hope,” 
Diana said savagely, ‘“‘There might be 
trouble. I'll probably need you, Cuth- 
bert.” 

He wanted her to need him. But 
this didn’t sound the same. Maybe she 
should have brought Joe Louis instead. 
“You shouldn’t ore Diana. Penny’ll 
be at the farm.” 

She wasn’t. 

A harassed woman of middle-age, 
with four children clusterin.. round 
her skirts, answered the door. 

“Don’t tell me you want my husband 
too?” she screamed, “He’s been down 
there with that other girl all the morn- 
ing. Couldn’t even get him to lunch! 
It’s wicked, that’s what! Pm not going 
to stand for it and—” - 

‘Where is he?” Diana interrupted 
urgently. It was as bad as_ she’d 
thought. Worse. .Mason was a mMar- 
ried man. Penny was a fast worker. 

“Down in the pig pen!” yelled the 
woman, “And: he can stay there and 
have lunch with the pigs if he doesn’t 
want what I cook for him.” 

“Oh no,” moaned Cuthbert. 

“Oh yes,’ snapped Diana, “Penny’s 
gone mad! It’s up to you, Cuthbert. 
She’s got to come back with .s. She’s 
not buying pigs!” 

His brain began to speed up. “All 
right. Diana. You talk to Mason and 
Ill grab Penny and get her down to 
the car.” 

“Oh no! You talk to Mason u..d I'll 
grab Penny.” 

- They ran all the way to the pig pen. 
Diana was feeling desperate. Cuthbert 
was feeling wrecked. Mason wouldn’t 
nzed to punch to knock him down. 
he’d need to do would be to puff. 

Then they saw Penny. 

She was Standing in the pig pen, in 
her French swim suit, between two big 
fat dirty-looking pigs. And she was 
smiling happily. Cuthbert wondered 
if the pigs felt as embarrassed as 
he did. 

“She kas gone mad!” he ga. ed. 

Then he saw Mason. He was a big, 
burly farmer, with beetling eyebrows 
and an aggressive jaw and dressed in 
rough overalls. Incongruously le was 
perched on the rails of the pig pen 


with a huge complicated-looking 
camera. He was taking Penny’s photo- 
graph. 


“Oh no you don’t you—you wolf!” 
Cuthbert knew what the word meant 
now. “You leave Miss Torrence out 
of your rotten old camera!” And he 


[Continued on page 22 


We're going to 


All . 


A 


HERE’S HOW TO MAKE EVERY PIN- MONEY £1 BUY 


£2°s WORTH OF BETTER CUT CLOTHES! 


Save money and dress better! All over Australia women make 
their pinemoney buy nearly twice the clothes simply by using 
SEW-EZY’s PRE-CUT READY-TO-SEW SERVICE which 
provides expertly man-tailored garments for about half shop 
prices. It’s your one protection against high prices, your guaran- 
tee of better cut clothes. | 


AT FINEST VALUES 
EVER OFFERED YOU! 


We send you the material all ready cut to size. You have 
nothing to do but sew the pieces together. We also send you 
all accessories—matching cottons, zipps, belts, buttons, ete. 
FREE, together with a ‘“STITCH-BY-STITCH”’ illustrated 
chart to make success certain. Send the coupon below for 
FREE materia! patterns and order form. 


WE SEND MATERIAL PRE-CUT TO SIZE 


with matching cottons, zipps, and all other accessories - FREE? 
YOU HAVE ONLY TO SEW MATERIAL TOGETHER 


The ‘Hollywood * 
‘ The “Janice” floral crepe 4 é EXPERTLY CUT TO topper coat in brush- 
‘AG 2%) frock, complete with belt ™ YOUR MEASURE ed gabardine - type 
( aoe -v and all accessories. Store (| _ 4 > woollen, same as sold 
e price £5-15-0 “ye y Every piece of SEW. in City Stores for t—- 
= : . : £4-2-I1. Complete & = 
al EZY material is de- with accessories. 


: signed and cut to your 
“. A measurements under 
: Supervision of expert 
men tailors. This is the 
secret of the SEW-EZY 
fit and gives you the 
benefit of perfect tail- 
oring but at a ‘“home- 
made”’ cost. 


* 


NO PAPER PATTERNS 
NEEDED—NO RISKY 
CUTTING OUT 


The SEW-EZY method of 
making your own clothes 
makes success certain. 

There’s nothing to go wrong 
A “STITCH - BY - STITCH” 
chart is provided to illus- 
trate every step from start 
to finish. No paper patterns 
to fumble with. No cutting 
out to risk spoiling good 
material SEW-EZY is so 
easy. You'll be amazed at 
its simplicity. 


SEND TODAY BEFORE 
PRICES RISE 


The “Topsy” 
child’s frock in 


floral cotton with 
lace trimmings, 
etc. supplied. 


A 


The ‘‘Marguerite” 
skirt, bias cut with 
pleats, in pure 
wool complete with 
zip» and all acces- 
sories, as sold in 


stores for 75/. 39/6 


MAIL ORDER ONLY 
SEND NO MONEY 


Post this Coupon TCDAY 


39/6 


The “Carol Ann” 
cotton floral with all acces- 
sories and belt. This style 
also in light weight woollen f 
at extra cost. 


To SEW-EZY GARMENTS 
Dept. C, 100 Flinders Lane, Melb. 


Please send me complete information about your | 
SEW-EZY plan; also FREE patterns of material 
for garments against which | mark X, 

| [ _]FROCKs, Cotton [ |skir7s, Light and 


medium weight. 


The ‘Madam’ matron’s 

/ frock’ in plain crepe; 
complete including tail- 
ored belt. 


ogl6 


SAMPLE MATERIAL 
PATTERNS SENT FREE 


Fill in the coupon and send 


or wool. 


CHILDREN’S 
COTTON FROCKS, 


| [ Jerocks, plain 


crepe or floral crepe. 


today for sample patterns of 
: ; ; TOPPER COATS 
material which will be sent | a L] ° | | 

; W nderline material required). 
to aces by return mail. we © | Prices all subject to slight additional cost for 
guarantee the finest avail- Postage. 


able materials—direct from 
manufacturer to you. Seize 
this ‘wonderful opportunity 
to save money—NOW. 


SATISFACTION 
» GUARANTEED 


Sas 
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lue, green, fawn, brown and 
pr. each Nos. 11 and 13 knit- 
esq 5 buttons. 


To fit 30284 inch bist: length from top 
of shoul "ne inches; sleeve from un- 


derarm, nches, 
SPECIAL BREVIATIONS: 
W., white}? G., green; Y., yellow; F., 
fawn; Br.,, brown;, B., blue. 
TENSION:)\ "\ 
8 stitcheé*te 1 inch 
iN) 


Using Nef 11 needles, and white wool 
cast on Lats 

Ist row—Kunit plain. 

Repeat this row 7 times. 

9th row—Knit plain. 

10th row—Purl. | 

Continue in stocking st., dec. once each 
end of needle in 5th and every follow- 
ing 8th row till 122 sts. remain. 

Work without shaping till work meas- 
ures 5 inches from commencement. 
Proceed as follows: 

Ist row—P.2, * K.6, P.2, repeat from * 
to end. 

2nd row—K.2, * P.6, K.2, repeat from * 
to end. 

3rd row—P.2, * slip 3 sts. on a spare 
needle and leave in front of work, K.3, 
knit the 3 sts. from spare needle, P.2, 
repeat from * to end. 

4th row—Like 2nd row. 

5th row—P.2, K.2, P.2, * K.6, P.2, repeat 
from * to last 4 sts. K.2, P.2, 

6th row—K.2, P.2, K. 2% ’P. 6, K. 2, repeat 
from * to last 4 sts., P.2, K.2. 

4th row—P.2, K.2, P.2, * slip 3 sts. on a 
Spare needle and leave at back of work, 
K.3, knit the 3 sts. from spere needle, 
P.2, repeat from * to last 4 sts., K.2, P.2. 
8th row—Like 6th row. 

Repeat the last 8 rows twice, then inc. 
1 st. in next row (123 sts.), and continue 
in stocking. st, for 32 rows. 

Continue as follows (weaving the thread 
in use under and to the right of the 
thread just used). 

33rd row—K.44 W., 1 G., 33 W.. 1 G., 
44 W. 

34th row—P.43 W., 2 G., 33 W., 2 G.,, 
43 W. 

35th row—K.43 W., 3 G., 31 W., 3 G., 
43 W. 
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36th row—P.43 W., 5 G., 27 W., 5 G., 
43 W; 

37th row—K.43 W.., 6 G., 25 W., 6 G.,, 
43 W. 

38th row—P.43 W., 7G. 7 W., 3 G,, 
3 W., 3 G., 7 W., 7 G., 43 W. 

39th row—K.43 W., 7 G., 5 W., 4 G,, 
5 W., 4 G., 5 W., 7 G., 43 W. 

40th row—P.44 W., 7 G., 2 W., 6 G.,, 
5 W.,6 G., 2 W., 7 G., 44 W. 

41st row—K.44 W., 7 G.. 1 W., 7 G,, 
5 W., 7 G., 1 Ws 7 G., 44 W. 

42nd row—P. 45 W., 6 G., 1 W., 7 G., 
5 W., 7 G., 1 W., 6 G., 45 W. 

48rd row—K.46 W., 5 G., 1 W., 7 G.,, 
5 W., 7G., 1 W., 5 G., 46 W- 

44th row—P.35 W., 1 B., 12 W., 3 G., 
1W., 7G., 5 W.,7G., 1 W., 3 G., 12 W., 
1 B., 35 W. 

45th row—K.35 W., 1B, I? W., 5 G.,, 
7 W., 5 G., 17 W., 1B. 35 W. 

46th row—P.35 W., 2 B., 8 W., 7 G., 
2W.,2G., 11 W., 2G. 2 W., 7G., 8 W., 
2 B., 35 W. 

47th row—K.35 W., 2 B., 6 W., 10 G,, 
17 W., 10 G., 6 W., 2 B., 35 W. 

48th ‘row—P.35 W., 2 B., 5 W., 9 G,, 
3W.. 15 F.,3 W.,9 G., 5 W., 2 B., 35 W. 
49th row—K.35 W., 3-B., 3 W., 2 G., 
9 W., 2 F., 15 Br., 2 F., 9 W., 2 G., 3 W.., 
3 B., 35 W. 

50th row—P.36 W., 2 B., 14 W., 2 Br., 
2F., 1 Br., 2 F., 1 Br., 3 F., 1 Br., 2 F., 
1 Br., Z F., 2 Br., 14 W., 2 B., 36 W. 
Hist row—K.36 W., 2 B.; 13 W., 3 F., 
2 Br.,1F., 9 Br., 1 F., 2 Br., 3 F., 13 W. 
2 B., 36 W. 

52nd row—P.26 W., G., 9 W., 3 B., 
10 W., 3 F., 2 Br., 2 F., 1 Br., 9 F., 1 Br., 
oF. 2 Br., 3 F., 10 W., 3 B., 9 W., 1 G., 
26 W. | 

53rd row—K.26 W., 3 G., 7 W., 3 B., 
9W.,2F., 2 Br., 2 F., 15 W., 2 F., 2 Br., 
2F.,9 W.;3 B., 7 W., 3 G., 26 W. 

54th row—P.26 W., 7G. 4 W., 2 B., 
7 W., 3 F., 1 Br, 2 F., 8 W., 3 Y., 8 W., 
3 F.,1 Br. 2 F.. 7 W., 2B. 4 W., 7 G., 
26 W. | 
55th row—K.26 W., 8 G., 3 W., 3 B., 
5 W., 2 F., 2 Br., 2 F., 2 W., 3 Y., 3 W., 
5 Y.,3 W., 3 Y., 2 W., 2 F., 2 Br., 2 F., 
5 W., 3 B., 3 W., 8 G., 26 W. 

56th row—P.27 W., 8 G., 2 W., 3 B., 
4W.,2F., 2 Br. 2 F., 2 W., 5 Y., 2 W., 
5 Y.,2 W., 5 Y., 2 W., 2 F., 2 Br., 2 F., 
4W.,3B., 2 W., 8 G., 27 W. 

53th rew—K.27 W., 9 G., 1 W., 4 B., 
3 W., 1F., 2 Br., 2 F., 1 Br., 2 W., 5 Y., 
3 W., 3 Y., 3 W., 5 Y., 2 W., 1 Br., 2 F., 
2 Br.,1F.,3 W.,4B.,1W.,9G., 27 W. © 
58th row—P.28 W., 9 G., 1 W., 3 B,, 
3 W.,1F., 1 Br., 1 W., 2 F., 1 Br., 3 W., 
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64th row—P.21 W., G. 2 W., 5 G, 
2 W., 11 B..4 W., 3 F., 1 Br., 7 F., 1 Br., 
3F.4W.11B..2W. 5G. 2W., 9G, 
D1 W. Se 

65th row—K.22 W., 7 G., 3 W.. 5 G,, 
3 W.,11B.,5 W.,2F., 7 Br., 2 F.,5 W., 
11 B,3 W.,5 G3 W., 7 G., 22 W. | 
66th row—P.23 W., 5 G.. 4.W., 5 G,, 
3 W.,12B,5 W.,4F.,1W., 4 F. 5 W,, 
12 B. 3 W.~., 5G. 4 W.. 5 Gi 23 W. 
67th row—K.25 W., 2 G., 5 W., 5 G,, 
3 W., 13 B. 17 W., 138 B. 3 W.. 5 G,, 
5 W., 2 G., 25 W. 

Armhole Shaping: 

68ih row-—Cast off 8, P.24 W., 4 G,, 
8 W.,°9 B. 17 W., 9 B., 8 W., 4 G., 32 W. 
68th rew—Cast “oft 8. &.25-W., 2 G, 
6 W.,3 BB. 1 W., 9B., 15 W.. 9 B.. 1 W 
3 8B., 6 W., 2 ‘en 25 W. 

70th row—P.26 W., 1G., 4 W., 15 B 
15 W., 15 B., 4 W., 1 G., 26 W. 

Vist row—K.2 tog., 28 W., 17 B., 13 W., 


17 B., 28 W., K.2 tog. 
72nd row—P.2 tog., 26 W., 18 B., 13 W., 
18 B., 26 W., P.2 tog. 


13rd row—K.2 tog., 27 W., 17 B., 11 W,, 
17 B., 27 W., K.2 tog. 

"4th rew—P.21 W., 14 B.. 1 W., 9 B,, 
20 B.. 23 W., P.2 tog. : 
"5th row—K.2 tog., 21 W., 14 B., 1 W.,, 
7B, 9 W., 7B. 1 W., 14 B.. 21 W., 
K.2 tog. 

76th row—P.21 W., 14 B., 1 W.., a 


9 
7W.9B, 1 W., 14 B., 21 W. 
Vitus row—K.20 W., 14 B., 3 W., 8 
7 W.,8B, 3 W., 14 B., 20 W.. 
78th row—P.19 W., 13 B. 2 W., 1 
3.W.,7B.,1Br., 5 W., 1 Br.. 7 B., 3 
1B., 2 W., 13 B., 19 W. 


79th row—K.17 W., 12 B., 3 W., 3 B,, 

4W., 3 B., 1 Br., 2 B,, 2 Br., 3 W., 2 Br. 

2 B., 1 Br. 3 B., 4 W., 3 B., 3 W., 12 B., 

17 W. 

80th row—P. 14 W.,9B., 7 W., 4 B., 6 W., 

5 B., 7 W., 5 B., 6 W.., 4B,7W., 9B. 

14 W. 

8ist row—K.29 W., 4 B., 31 W., 4 B., 

29 W. : 

82nd row—P.29 W., 4 B., 31 W., 4 B., 

29 W. 

83rd row—K.28 W., 4 B., 33 W., 4 B., 

28. W. 

84th row—P.28 W., 3 B., 35 W., 3 B., 

28 W. 

tle row—K.27 W., 3 B., 37 W., 3 B., 
W. ; 

86th row—P.27 W., 2 B., 39 W., 2 B., 

27 W. 

87%th row—K.26 W., 2 B., 41 W., 2 B., 

26 W. 

88th row—P.25 W., 2 B., 43 W., 2 B., 

25 W. 

89th row—K.24 W., 2 B., 45 W., 2.B., 

24 W. 

90th row—P.24 W., 1 B., 47 W.,.1 B.,, 


24 W. 

Work 20 rows stocking st., in white wool. 
(llth row—K.36, knit next 25 sts. and 
place on No. 13 needle, K.36. 

Continue working on last 36 sts., dec. 1 
at neck edge in every row till 28 sts. 
remain. 

Work 14 rows without shaping. 

Cast off 9 at beg. of next and following 
alt. row. Cast off. | 

Work on other 36 sts. to correspond with 
side completed. 


BACK: 

Work as given for front, omitting fair 

isle patt. till the 9th row of armhole is 

completed. 

K.50, place remaining 47 sts. on a spare 

needle. 

Cast on 6 sts., 

Ist row—Knuit. 

2nd row—Purl. 

as tal 46, cast: off 2, K.4, cast off 
2 


purl to end (56 sts.). 


4th row—P.2, cast on 2, P.4, cast on 2,: 


P.46. 

Work 8 rows stocking st. 

Repeat from 3rd to 10th rows inclusive 
4 times. 

Cast off 9 sts. at beg, of next and alt. 
row, and 10 at beg. of following alt. row. 
Cast off 4 underlap sts. at beg. of next 
row, and place. remaining sts. on a No. 
13 needle. 

Join in wool at centre back, “east on 9 
sts., and work to correspond with right 
side, omitting buttonholes. 


NECKBAND: 

Join shoulder seams, 

Work in K.1, P.1 rib over 24 st. at left 
back. knit up 24 sts. at left front, 25 sts. 
from front, 24 sts. at right front and 19 
Sts. at right back. 

Cast off 3, K.2. 


Next row—P.1, K.1,.cast on 3, work in 
rib to end. . 

Work 14 rows in rib of K.1, P.1, making 
a buttonhole as before in 10th and 11th 
rows. 

Cast off. 


SLEEVES (both alike): 

Using No. 11 needles cast on 75 sts. 
Knit 8 rows garter st. 

Continue in stocking st., inc. 1 st. each 
end of every 4th row till there are 87 sts. 
When sleeve seam measures 53 inches, 
K.2 tog. each end of every 2nd row till 
dec. to 48 sts. 

Then dec. each end of every row till dec. 
to 36 sts. 

Cast off. 


TO MAKE UP: 

Press lightly with damp cloth and warm 
iron. Sew up side and sleeve seams. 
Sew in sleeves. . Oversew buttonholes 
and sew on buttons. to correspond. 


CELERY AND Put a piece of celery and any cold meat through the 
mincer, and season. Simmer 15 minutes. Mix 1 cup flour, 1 beaten egg, pinch of salt and pepper. 
Mix the celery and mince in, fry in hot fat in tablespoons. Drain, and serve hot. An easy dish - 
for breakfast on. cold mornings.—Langfard. ; 
FIVE-MINUTE SOUP: Mix 1 teaspoon marmite with a pint of boiling water and 1 cup of milk, 
add a little grated cheese (about a large tablespoon), 1.dessertspoon butter, pinch of mace or nut- 
meg, pepper and salt to taste. Thicken with a level tablespoon of arrowroot, and bring just to 
boiling point. Enough for 5 people. This is a wholesome soup for children.—A.1. 


MINCE FLAPJACKS: 


PUMPKIN PIE: 4 cup white sugar, 2 tablespoons wholemeal flour, 1 tablespoon grated lemon 
rind, allspice, 4 cup brown sugar, 4 teaspoon salt, 4 teaspoon ground mace,’ cinnamon, 1 tablespoon 
butter. Blend all the dry ingredients together in top of double boiler. Then add 1 cup of milk 
and stir until the mixture is smooth; then add 2 cups of. cooked ironbark pumpkin. Cook for 
$ hour, stirring occasionally. Beat slightly 3 egg yolks, and gradually stir into. the pumpkin 
mixture for.5 minutes more. Add the tablespoon of butter, and cool. Then fold in the stiffly- 
beaten egg whites and 2 dessertspoons of orange juice. Pour into a lightly-baked pie-shell, and bake 
in moderate oven for 20 minutes.—A. Camplin. , 


STUFFED OX HEART: Soak heart in warm water for about 2 hours. Dry, and stuff with 
seasoned crumbs to which have been added chppped onion, minced bacon and a tablespoon of 
dripping, a green apple chopped and a little grated nutmeg. Sew up, and bake 2 hours in moderate 
oven.—I. Dear. 


SYRUP ROLL: Sift 1 cup S.R. flour, add 1 desertspoon sugar, then stir in 1 Peace abi melted 
butter and enough milk to make a firm dough. Roll out to $-inch thickness on floured board ana 
spread with syrup, then sprinkle 2 tablespoons coco-nut on this. Roll up into neat roll; press . 
edges together and put in a pie-dish. Mix 2 tablespoons sugar, 1 teaspoon butter and 1 cup hot 
water together and pour over roll. Bake in moderate oven about 25 minutes. Serve hot. with 
custard or cream.—The Point. 


CREAMED BEEF DELICIOUS: Chop very finely 1 small onion and 1 slice bacon, fry in = 
tablespoon butter for § minutes, add 1 Ib. lean steak finely diced, cook 5 minutes, and add 1 large 
tablespoon flour, $ teaspoon mixed herbs and salt and pepper to taste. Stir in 1} cups warm milk, 
tring to boil and simmer gently till thickened. Pour into a casserole, and bake in a slow- oven 
at least 1 hour. Garnish with parsley, and serve with sippets of toast.—Eoghain. 


DUTCH BUTTER SLICE: 4 lb. butter, 3 ozs. sugar, 3 ozs. plain flour, 2 ozs. S.R. “flour, 1 egg, 
1 teaspoon cinnamon, binch of salt, 3 cup walnuts or blanched almonds. Cream butter and sugar, 
add egg yolk, and mix in the flour and walnuts alternately. Press into 10-inch square tin. Whip 
ege white with a little sugar until stiff. Spread over the mixture in tin, and bake 4 hour in 
moderate oven. Leave in the tin until cold; when cooling cut into squwares.—~Annette. 


YORKSHIRE PUDDING: 4 ozs. S.R. flour (1 cup), 1 egg, 7 tablespoons milk, }.0z. butter. Melt 
butter, taking care not to allow to boil. Sift flour into bewl, making a well in centre of flour. 
Separate white of egg from yolk, beat egg yolk well, beat egg white to a stiff froth. Turn beaten 
egg yolk, milk and melted butter into well of flour. Mix from the centre. When all flour has 
been worked in add egg white. Beat batter 2 minutes. Allow to stand 20 to 30 minutes. Do not 
stir batter after being allowed to stand.—D. P. 


MAIDS OF HONOR: Beat 3 ozs. margarine 
with 3 ozs. sugar. Add 2 beaten eggs and fold 
in 2 ozs. flour mixed with 2 ozs. blanched chopped 
almond, 1 tablespoon. currants, and a few drops 
of vanilla. Roll out $ ib. puff pastry and line 
patty tins with it, pricking it to prevent rising 
‘and brushing with eggwhite to prevent sogginess. 
Put a spoonful of the first mixture in each, and 
bake in a hot oven 10 to 15 minutes. Cool out 
of a draught.-—Maye.. 


OATMEAL JAM TART: 2 ozs. medium oat- 
meal, 2 ozs. S.R. flour, pinch of salt, 1 tablespoon 
lemon juice, 14 ozs. margarine, cold water to 
mix, 3 tablespoons jam, 3 tablespoons rolled oats, 
grated rind of half lemon. Mix, oatmeal, flour 
and salt and rub in margarine. Add sufficient 
cold water to mix to a stiff consistency and 
turn out on a floured board. Roll out to a 
circle large enough to line a seven-inch sandwich 
tin. Make filling by ‘putting jam with lemon 
juice in a saucepan and warming gently until 
jam has become liquid. Stir in the grated lemon 
rind and rolled oats and turn mixture into the 
lined sandwich tin. Bake in a moderately hot 
oven for 20 minutes.—Franz. 
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START HIM ON 
M E LLIN 'S and Cuthbert was left to face Mr. Mason 


PENNY’S COUNTRY 
HOLIDAY 


(Continued from page 18) 


reached up and pushed Mr. Mason with 
all his might. 

Mr. Mason overbalanced and fell over 
the fence. Right into the slush waiting 
for the pigs’ dinner. ; 

“Come on, Penny!’ shouted Diana, 

“The car’s waiting, cherub! There’s 
still time.” She clambered over the 
-rails, grabbed Penny by the arm and 
whirled her towards the gate. Penny 
was unable to do a thing about it. Every 
time she tried to speak. Diana said, 
“Yes, yes, cherub, I understand. But 
don’t worry. It'll be all right.” 

It wasn’t all right. Not a bit. 


who, after his bath in the pig slush, 


watch him GROW | iis a°bain'with han Somers ha 


disconnect his head from the rest of 
his body, ‘‘He’s a friend of mine.” 

Mr. Mason dropped Cuthbert on to 
the road. “Oh, is he? Then why did 
he push me into the pig pen?” 

“JJ. don’t know.” 

It was time for Diana to speak. Mr. 
Mason listened and colored hotly. Then 
his expression changed. When she had 
finished he was almost laughing. 

“Your wife doesn’t think it’s funny,” 
roared Cuthbert, down but not out. 

“Shut up, Cuthbert,” said Diana, 
“Something’s wrong here.” 

“You’re a pair of prize dopes!”’ snort- 
ed Penny, “What did you think we were 
doing in the pig pen? Entertaining 
the pigs?” 

“Well, what were you doing?” Diana 
was still suspicious. 

Penny was peeved. ‘‘This was meant 
to be a surprise. But if I don’t tell 
you, you'll probably commit murder. 
Just before I left town, I applied for 
a modelling job with an agency. You 
said I’d make a good model. I thought 
I'd try it out. They sent me to Mr. 
Mason.” 


@ @ “T’ll murder you, you little runt!” 
he roared. 

an Cuthbert screamed. “Don’t hit a man 

with glasses!” oo 

Then he turned and ran after Diana “Modelling? In a pig pen?’ 
OO and Penny. “Yes, yes. In a pig pen. Mr. Mason’s 
Mr. Mason charged along behind him. got the best prize pigs of the district. 
He’s rearing some for sale. And the 


ee a Ade) fe bac and f Bane all reached the car together. agency talked him into an advertising 
Rak eager te é “Please don’t kill him, Mr. Mason,” stunt. Sell Your Pigs With Glamor, 

os hes Gees Conic see ‘as pleaded Penny, as Mr. Mason grabbed they said. So they sent me. Mr. Mason 
Victorio aaa Cuthbert by the throat and tried to was taking photos of me with his pigs 


FORD PILLS have reduced me 
from I st. 2 lbs. to 8 st. 13 
Ibs., and | haven't had indiges- 
tion or constipation since | 
started taking them each day. 
People say | look too young to 
be the mother of 3 children. 


Ford Pills are marvellous for 
Indigestion, Constipation, Stomach 
Trouble, Rheumatism and Over- 
weight. 


They contain the concentrated 
extracts that give you the 
valuable laxative pro- 
perties of fruit to keep 
you well in Nature’s way. 


START A COURSE OF 
FORD PILLS TO-DAY. 


Ford Pills are the gentle, 
tasteless, painiess laxative 
4 for all of your family. 


2/6 EVERYWHERE. 
F.P.24 
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—for display purposes.” 

“But how could you help to. sell pigs 
in a swim-suit?” (Cuthbert asked in 
outraged tones from the ground, scared 
to rise for fear Mr. Mason would knock 
him down again. 

“Mr. Mason is a modern farmer. Pig 
buyers are men. Men like girls in 
swim-suits. They’ll come and see the 
pigs thinking they might see me. That’s 
all there is to it.” 


De apologised to Mr. Mason. Cuth- 

bert apologised to Mr. Mason. 
Then when Mr. Mason invited them all 
to a belated dinner they had to apolo- 
gise to Mrs. Mason. 

“Thanks for the dinner,” said Cuth- 
bert, wincing as he shook hands when 
they were ready to leave. 

“We’re glad Penny’s having a differ- 
ent holiday,” said Diana _ cautiously, 
“and it’s been nice meeting you.” 

“Hope you two behave yourselves 
going back,” laughed Penny, clambering 
on the gate to wave them farewell. 
“Think of me back in the pig pen. won’t 
you?” 

Cuthbert hoped they wouldn’t have 
time to think of anything but each other 
on the drive back to town. 

This time he was right. 

They didn’t. 

THE END 


WHILE WE ARE YOUNG 


(Continued from page 6) 


To give this story a nice ending, let’s 
think of Bill now that he has Becky 
where he wants her, waging « breath- 
taking offensive some _ night—just 
sweeping her into the clouds by putting 
his heart and soul into a big hug and 
kiss. Becky won’t be mad—not really. 
She will be excited to know that Bill 
really has a man’s emotions. 

So’ boys, if by now your mothers 
and sisters have not snaffleqd The New 
Idea from under your very. eyes, don’t 
elet grass grow under your feet. If 
you haven’t noticed before, listen next 
time when the girls say your name and 
give you a clue as to what sort of Bill 
you are. ~ 


CATCHWORD LOVE 


(Continued from page 13) 


Johnny actually had the completed 
script in his hands when Matthew burst 
into the room again with a sheet torn 
from the interstate teletyper. 

“Tt’s over!” ae 

There was not the slightest doubt in 
anybody’s mind what he was talking 
about. 

_ “No!” chorused Rory and Lizbeth 
together in disbelief. 

“Ves!” cried Matthew jubilantly, as 
though he alone was responsible for 
the settlement of the strike. 

“No!” groaned Johnny, as Corliss 
snatched the news script from his hands, 
and Lizbeth inserted another sheet of 
paper in her machine. “I’ve only got 
two minutes to go on the air. Two 
minutes, d’you hear me?” 

But they were oblivious of him. They 
first, last and always belonged to the 
newspaper world and scoops were the 
thing. 

Corliss was scattering the strike story 
out on his desk. “Quick, Matthew. 
Just a page giving the outline of the 
settlement terms.” 


“Catchword Strike, Lizbeth,” cried 


Matthew dramatically, “and don’t spare 


the horses!” 

Her fingers flew over the keys as 
he dictated the new lead for the strike 
story. 

The telephone began to ring. 

Johnny switched their radio on. 
“Tisten,” he cried in desperation, as 
Lizbeth finished typing and ripped the 
paper from her machine. “They’re play- 
ing the signature tune—what the devil 
are. you doing now?”—as Matthew 
stood staring at the sheet of paper 
Lizbeth had handed to him. 

The newspaperman started abruptly, 
and handed the page to the News Edi- 
tor, who promptly placed it on top 
and shoved the script into Johnny’s im- 
patient’hands. “‘There you are, Johnny. 
Run for your life and tell it to the 
world.” 

“Wait!’—as a cadet reporter put his 
head in the door. ‘What d’you know?” 

“The Chief of Staff wishes to remind 
you that it’s the first day of Spring.” 

“Spring?” Corliss looked at Lizbeth 
as though that explained everything. 
“Well, what d’you know about that?” 

“Never mind about Spring!’ cried 
Johnny. “I’m going!” 

Corliss snatched the copy from the 
youthful reporter’s hand and _ gave 
Johnny the first two pages. ‘“Here— 
read the rough copy before the weather 
forecast.” 

Johnny groaned. The script felt as 
heavy as a full length novel. Didn’t 
Corliss realise that he only had time 
to read thirty pages—not fifty? 

He started: running. 

Lizbeth, Rory’ and Matthew stood 
for a moment grinning at each other. 
Then Lizbeth answered the phone. 

“He’s on his way,” she informed the 
distracted radio station. 

Matthew chuckled: “How that guy 
worries! Plenty of time. They’ll play 
the signature tune until he gets there.” 
He turned the dial tone up as the music 
faded out and Johnny said: “Here is 
the news. .. .” 

“There he is.” 

Lizbeth laughed. She felt inanely 
pleased that the Chief of Staff had 
remembered that today was the first 
day of Spring. “And not even a quiver 
in his voice. Poor Johnny.” 

Matthew looked at her sharply. Her 
blue eyes were caught and held. She 
colored slightly. 


[Continued on page 26 


Institute, Municipal Clerks, and Chartered Institute of Secretaries. 
BOOKKEEPING: A subject of every-day , practical importance to all, 
essential to business management, and_ the foundation of Accountancy. 
COMMERCIAL CORRESPONDENCE: Training in all aspects of business 
correspondence. 
SHORTHAND: A complete training in Pitman’s system. 


SALESMANSHIP: A very human and comprehensive course conducted 
by a successful, practical salesman. 


COMMERCIAL ART: For the profitable development of artistic skill. 


SHOWCARD AND TICKET WRITING: Skill easily and rapidly de- 
veloped. Of special interest to Storekeepers and Assistants. 


DRAWING TEACHER’S PRIMARY CERTIFICATE: Covers all subjects 
as required for examination. May be taken singly if desired. 


ADVERTISING: 52-lesson Course based on post-war conditions. 


ENGLISH: A variety of courses-to facilitate expression, and for University 
examinations. ' ; 


INTERIOR DECORATING: To help those interested in home-making to 
plan attractive and comfortable homes. | 

INTERIOR DESIGN: As distinguished from Interior Decoration is con- 
cerned with the artistic methodical: and scientific approach to all 
problems connected with the interior of buildings of all kinds. 
Especially suited to Interior Design Consultants and specialists in 
Architects’ offices. 


SHORT STORY WRITING, FREELANCE JOURNALISM, WRITING 
FOR RADIO: Modern and interesting courses, under tutelage of 
successful Australian author, Bernard Cronin. 


MATHEMATICS: For trade, technical and University examinations and 
professional purposes. 


RADIO: Training in theory, receiving, servicing and transmitting. 


CONSTRUCTION FOREMAN:. To meet requirements of various Governe 
ment Departments to train persons to take the place of foremen. 
APPRENTICESHIP COURSES: Carpentry and Joinery, Electrical Trades, 

Fitting and Machining, Motor Mechanics, Plumbing and Printing. 
DRESSMAKING: Conducted by Miss M. Knight, giving full instructions 
for Cutting, Designing, Dressmaking, Evening Wear, Children’s Wear 
and Lingerie. 
HOME GARDENING: This course is arranged primarily. for those 
amateurs who contemplate having a garden of their own. 


LAND SURVEYING, FORESTRY, GEOLOGY: For Licensed Sur- 
veyors’ Exams. 


UNIVERSITY EXAM. SUBJECTS: Inter.—Eng. Expression, Geography, 
History of Aust. and the Pacific, Maths., Social Studies. Leaving—Eng. 
Expression, Economics, Geog., Brit. History, Maths., Social Studies. 
Matric.—Eng. Expression. Modern History, Maths. 


OTHER COURSES AVAILABLE: Boiler Attendance, Engine Driving, 
Engineering Drawing, Municipal Engineering, Builders’ Quantities, 
Building: Construction, Steel Square Roofing, Timber Measuring, 
Handwriting, Home Management, Radiographer’s Certificate Course, 
Cinematograph Operating, Works Supervision, Nurses’ and Police 
Entrance Exams., Welding, Physics. 


Inquiries are invited for particulars of courses above, 
or any course not mentioned here in which you are 
interested. Kindly supply any such details of age, 
standard of education, occupational circumstances, 
~ and aims, as may help us to advise you. Please 
to the mention “New Idea.” 


MELBOURNE TECHNICAL 


COLLEGE 


Correspondence School 
124 Latrobe Street, Melb. 
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Your smile will take 
you a long, long way= 
if it’s a pretty one. But 
that needs pretty lips, 
pretty eyes. 


T’S a long time, now, since anyone 
admired that sulky, sultry look. 
A really heart-warming smile 
wins friends for a girl much 
faster than almost any other 
beauty asset you could think of. 
So often, when a man says: “What a 
pretty girl!” he simply means: “What a 
pretty smile!” | 


Smiling doesn’t hurt, it. isn’t expen- 
sive—so what are we waiting for? Well, 


we might be waiting, perhaps, for some . 


girls to realise that a good smile isn’t 
simply a matter of baring the teeth for 
a stated number of seconds. 


Your mouth may smile to order; your 
eyes won't. And the way they smile 
tells the world a lot about you. 


But there’s more to.it than that. The 
nicest personality can’t shine through 
lack-lustre eyes; few situations are 
noticeably brightened by a _ sudden 
glimpse of a dingy set of teeth 


Your smile needs the right setting; 
let’s make sure that, from this day for- 
ward, it’s going to get it! 


The Right Setting 


An attractive mouth is gay, but not 
garish; soft, but by no means indefinite. 
And whatever its shape, lipstick is never 
allowed to stray beyond its natural out- 
line, either accidentally or not. 


No lips, however small or thin, can be 
improved by taking lipstick outside their 
natural line—but please note that natu- 
ral lip color does not always reach the 
slight “edge” which marks the outline 
of the lips; it’s legitimate to carry lip- 
stick as far as that. But no farther. 
Those artificial Cupid’s bows wouldn’t 
deceive a baby, let alone a man. 
They’re cleverer than some of us seem 
to think! 


Use light shades this spring, please. 
Consider all the warm, pretty new 
pinks before you buy one of the older, 
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Now let’s look a little higher: let’s 


bluer ones—and consider the new 
tawny shades, from rosy coral to tan- 
gerine, each one of which is a far better 
thing than the crude, unbecoming 
orange lipsticks we’ve all wondered 
for so long why other people buy. 


Expert opinion has settled for the 
brush as the best method of persuading 
lipstick to go exactly where we want it, 
and to stay there. Buy yours at your 
local art shop, if your cosmetic counter 
hasn’t one of the attractive, long-handled 
lipstick brushes which can be sheathed 
for your handbag. 

Steady your elbow on the dressing- 
table; your little finger on your chin, and 
you’re ready to go. Outline both lips 


carefully, fill in, and work the color well 


into your lips (that’s the beauty of a 
brush), then blot on a tissue, and repeat 
the process for a really lasting job of 
work. 


‘Dazzling Teeth 


Still smiling? Then look quickly in 
your mirror—yes, look at your mouth— 
and see whether you’re in fashion this 
spring. Fashion says white. White 
gloves, white hats, white teeth... and 
off-white isn’t the same thing at all. 
You’d better check a few points before 
deciding that fate, not carelessness, has 
cursed you with dingy teeth. They have 
a twice-a-day brushing, of course. But 
are you sure you’re using the cleanser 
that your teeth like best? Some prefer 


_ paste, some need the mildly abrasive ac- 


tion of powder. Ring the changes occa- 
sionally, and enliven the proceedings 
sometimes with a brush dipped in 10- 
vol. peroxide. 


Is one exhausted-looking brush carry- 
ing the whole burden? Or do you keep 
one for morning, one for evening, giving 
each a chance to dry and harden? And 
you don’t “economise” on brushes, do 
you? Buy them good, buy them firm, 


buy them often—that .on’t break the 


bank. 


look at your eyes. Size? ‘Color? Not 
very important (but just try a little eye- 
shadow in a matching shade; well- 
chosen color can have an extraordinary 
effect on size). Healthy eyes have their 
own special radiance; dull eyes tell the 
world that you’re overworking them; 
taking the miracle of sight for granted. 

Well, I, for one, like to see the sky, 
the trees, the movie screen, the people 
I’m talking to.and the ones I’d like to 
talk to. And I like them clear; not half- 
focused, blurred round the edges. Those 


of you who share my sentiments are 


probably playing fair by your eyes; hav- _ 
ing them tested if they feel strained or | 
ache; refusing to read in buses or in poor 
lighting; giving them occasional eye- 
baths, and resting them sometimes, dur- 
ing long periods of close work. Let’s go 
back over that, slowly, and check every 


point. 


Then back to the dressing-table; in | 
that department, too, you owe something 
to your eyes. 


Using Mascara 


Few things have died so _ lightly 
mourned as the over-plucked, over- 
arched brow. Tidy yours a little, and 
widen close-set eyes by tweezing away 
a few central hairs—then brush them 
firmly with a clean brush, and stroke 
them into shape. gre 

Mascara? Yes, if it’s chosen just a 
fraction deeper than the actual coloring 
of your lashes; “brownish-black” is a 
useful shade for the in-betweens; 
blondes should choose a medium, non- 
gingery brown. Two .clean brushes, 
please—one for a final brush-through 
tc prevent “beading,” and twe thin 
coats, not one thick one. This takes 
time, but it’s well worth it! 

Pretty mouth ... pretty eyes; now, 
surely, you’ve a pretty smile. So use it! 
It’s a potent weapon, you Know, and it 
will have a good effect. 


SMALL PLANS — Producers’ Peter 
Scully and William Castle have big 
plans for their new star Paul Dale. 
Paul is a midget, so casting him is not 
so easy, but the boys have Set their 
hearts on Aldous Huxley’s novel Chrome 
Yellow. If they can talk the celebrated 
author into it, they want to buy just one 
chapter of the book. This chapter deals 
with a midget couple who have a normal 
sized son. Up to date, this is the first 
time we’ve ever heard of anyone trying 
to buy just a chapter of a book, but 
they might have started something. 


BELIEVABLE—A few. wise guys in 
Hollywood were quite sure that Harvey 
would never go over on the screen, but 
since a couple of them have visited on 
the set they have changed their minds. 
Seems that the stage hands have de- 
cided that they believe in that six-foot 
rabbit, and Harvey has his own chair on 
the set and also at the stars’ table in 
the studio café. All visitors are warned 
that the chairs are occupied whenever 
Harvey is not doing his mae stuff 
before the cameras. 


NICE PRESENT—Lou Costello is so 
grateful to the two doctors whom he 
credits with saving his life after his 
recent serious operation that he is send- 
ing them with their wives for a trip to 
Europe. At one time gangrene poison- 
ing set in and Lou was given 48 hours 
to live, but the doctors never gave up, 
and now Lou is up and about again. 


HAPPY COINCIDENCE—Ann Sheri- 


dan discovered the other day that Claude 


Binyon, her director for Stella, was one 
of the judges of the Search for Beauty 
Contest that originally brought her to 
Hollywood fame and fortune. 


‘lywood as a writer. 


T.V. QUEENS—The two top girls in 
television are Faye Emerson and Wendy 
Barrie. Neither of them scored a tre- 
mendous success in Hollywood, and both 


left there thoroughly discouraged. Now. 


they are more sought after and get more 
publicity than any of the top movie 
stars. 


EXPERT—Old-time Western star Tim 
McCoy is such an expert on the Indian 
sign language that he travels from col- 
lege-to college lecturing on the subject, 
and also gives demonstrations on tele- 
vision. To help in his lectures Tim 
wanted an Indian assistant, and it took 
him two weeks to find one who knew 
anything about the subject, and he’d 
learnt it from watching Tim’s T.V. show. 


THE SECRET VOICE—When you hear 
Victor Mature bursting forth into song 
in any of his films, it isn’t Vic but Ben 
Gage, the big handsome husband of 
Esther Williams, that’s doing the singing. 


WRITER-ACTOR — Richard Carlson, 
just back from Africa where he played 
in King Solomon’s Mine, was given his 
choice between the role of the reporter 
in Born Yesterday and that of the col- 
umnist in Sound Of Fury, and he chose 
the latter. Dick originally came to Hol- 


Waters which starred Van Heflin on the 
stage in New York. David Selznick saw 
the play, liked it, and signed Dick by 
letter. When he eventually met him 
he said, ‘You're too handsome to be a 
writer, you should act.” The next week 
he cast him opposite Janet Gaynor in 
The Young In Heart, and Dick has been 
acting every since, doing his writing on 
the side. 


Robert Mitchum seems to be getting a lot of fun out of getting made up for his new 
* role in Curriage Entrance, rn which he co-stars with lovely Ava Gardner. 


He wrote Western 


EVERY PICTURE TELLS A STORY 


FIT Al FIFTY! 
Thousands owe their. buoyant 
energy in middle and later life 
to healthy kidney action. <A 
slowing down of kidney func. 
tioning in middle life is often 
a cause of backache, rheumatic 
pains, leg pains, loss of pep and 
energy, disturbed nights, swell. . 
ing, puffiness under eyes, head- 

aches and dizziness. Get happy 
relief by taking DOAN’S 
Backache Kidney Pills, a. 
stimulant-diuretic made to rigid 


mq standards of purity, especially 


DOANS *: 


Sole Proprietors: Foster- meinen Co. 


THE NEw Inga, 6/9/50 


to promote healthy kidney 
action. At Chemists and Stores 
all over the World. 
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i eds internal protection 
you can be 


, 


more comfortable 
and so sure... _ 


Whatever your daily 
tasks—be more comfort- 
able with soft, safe internal 
sanitary protection. No belts, no 
pins or uncomfortable chafing. . 
Designed by a doctor—MEDS 
are made from theesoftest, 
snow-white surgical cotton. 
Regular or Slender as you choose. 
MEDS are now available with 
the new improved applicator, 3/-, 
or without applicator, 2/-. 


son & Johnson, Box 
3331, G.P.O., Sydney, for this 
FREE Meds booklet—telling you 
all abont safe internal protection. 


MEDS—The Modess Tampon—a product of Johnson & Johnson 
WORLD'S LARGEST MANUFACTURERS OF SURGICAL DRESSINGS 


‘ 2 me aire AeA. | EMER 2, 


LADIES! 


Mv Private Consulting Rooms are at Your Service. 


FREE BOOKLET on Personal Hygiene. 
Corrective Tablets . . . £3/3/- 
Reducing Tablets . . .. £1/14/- 
Full Course. Plain Wrappers. Results will delight you! 


NURSE KAY (Reg,) 


Dept. N.L, 


10 Flinders Way Arcade, off 238 Flinders Lane, Melbourne. 


EST. 18 YEARS 


CATCHWORD LOVE 


(Continued from page 23) 


“Get some of the other stations, 
Matthew,” directed Rory. 

Matthew came out of his trance. 
“What’re you worrying about? We've 
scooped the other _ stations. Taney 


-haven’t a hope.” 


Nevertheless, the newspaperman in 
him forced him. to twist the dial for 
snippets of news from the other stations. 
He was right. They had scooped the 
field. The other siations were bleat- 
ing in monotonous bored tones about 
the continuance of the strike. Think 
pieces, as they say in the newspaper 
wor:d. 

He glanced at Lizbeth. Why the 
devil had she typed the word Love as 
a catchword when he distinctly said 
Strike? . .. Or had ke? The color 
began to creep up into his face. Had 
he said Love instead of, Strike’? He 
couldn’t remember. Maybe he had been 
seeing things on the top of that strike 
story he had dictated ito her. Maybe 
Lizbeth hadn’t typed the word. 

He turned the dial back to Johnny. 

Rory Corliss was remembering those 
wrong catchwords, too. He hadn’t had 
time to alier them. Maybe the announ- 
cer wouldn’t notiee them. After all, he 
didn’t have to read the catchword. It 
was only there to guide him from one 
news itern to another. 

He w.nced as Johnny said ‘search 
to search house,” instead of “house to 
house search.” He ,was ‘on to the 
Wrong catcnwords all right. 

“What’s the matter with him?” cried 
Lizbeth as Johnny began to stutter 
slightly. 

Rory began to laugh. The first day 
of Spring. “Maybe he’s in love.” 

Now Johnny was reading the weath- 
er forecast: ‘“‘And that is the end of the 
news builetin,’ he said finally with 
a note of relief in his voice. 

“What d’you know,” marvelled Liz- 
beth, looking out the window. “That 
Weather Man was right after all. The 
sun’s shining.” 

The telephone rang shrilly. 

“News Room. Johnny? ... Lunch?” 

Lizbeth. was suddenly conscious of 
Matthew with both ears wide open and 
eyes that were a little anxious. He 
said quickly, “Lunch with me, Lizbeth?” 

What had happened to everybody, 
wondered Lizbeth, completely oblivious 
cf the wrong catchwords on the copy. 
First Johnny and now Matthew. Even 
Rory Corliss had a reflective look in 
his eyes. Was it just because every- 
body had discovered today was the first 


day of Spring? 


She was in love with Matthew— 
always had been. He should have seen 
that a long time ago. But why should 
she fall in his arms just because he had 
chosen the first day of Spring to notice 
her? 

“Johnny?” There was a faint chuckle 
behind her voice. ‘“I’d love to lunch 
with you. Matthew and I will pick 
you up on the way to the diningroom.” 

Rory Corliss smiled. Maybe that 
was the way of women. Pretend not 
te care. “Julie, Julie. what a fool I’ve 
been.” 

He reached for the phone as Lizbeth 
pewdered her nose and slipped into the 
coat Matthew was holding for her. As 
Lizbeth and Matthew went out the door 
together, they heard him saying ur- 
gently: 

“Julie? Thank*God, you haven’t gone 
yet. List—I’m going to grab a taxi. 
I’ve got to see you, darling. .. .” 

THE END 
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“Lightning” & ‘‘ Zipp" Brand of Slide Fasteners 


meet 


. « » and already sliding Into 
the front ranks of popularity with 
the creators, and wearer's of tomorrow's 
fashions. Smart women, in everything they wear, 
look for the names ‘‘Lightning’” or ‘‘Zipp’ on the 
slider pull of every fastener. Styled for smooth service, 
guaranteed for quiet unobtrusiveness, they hold themselves well. 


AT YOUR FAVOURITE STORE OR PATTERN COUNTER. einer eee: 


IMPERIAL CHEMICAL INDUSTRIES 


0 F AUSTRALIA AND NEW ZEALAND LIMITED 


Sole Selling Agents in Australia: Central Agency (Aust.) Ltd, 


ZF-6-816 omesom 


TSP En TINT INS 
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NEW ; 
wonder treatment for. 
RHEUMATISM! 


Rheumafix—the. sensational, 
treatment for all 


new, triple action 
Rheumatie ailments can give 


you certain relief from rheumatic aches and 
pains almost. immediately . no matter how 
advanced your condition has become—no matter 
how many other treatments you may _ have 
tried without result. 

NOW YOU CAN ENJOY SOUND, 


NORMAL HEALTH 


Medical Scientists have proved beyond reason- 
able doubt that, not just one, but three separate 
treatments are necessary if Rheumatism is _ to 
be defeated in the speediest possible way. These 
three treatments have been combined in 
Rheumafix. 


Rheumafix Acts in 3 Ways 


-FIRST: Rheumafix kills the stabbing pains 
caused by the needle-pointed Uric Acid crystals. 


SECONDLY, Rheumafix, by dissolving these 
Uric Acid crystals, improves the circulation 
and removes the actual cause of. Rheumatic 
complaints. THIRDLY: Rheumafix gently 


coaxes flagging muscles back into active play 
and permits easier pain-free movement. 


! 
FREE * read to a happier, pain-free life. 
Write for “The Keys’ to Health’’—a FREE 
and post-free booklet which tells the amazing 
story of the development of Rheumafix, by 
eminent medical scientists. Supplies are strictly 
limited. Write TODAY to 


PHARMACO, Dept. N4, 
Box 4142, G.P.O., Sydney. 
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Learn how YOU can start on the 


Foe neath yo 


Twice as 
much soup from 
every can. 


Houschold Hints from Beader Ju. Reader 


Passionfruit Pancakes—Add the pulp of 
passionfruit to pancakes; this makes a delicious 
change.—Celie S. (Vic.) 


Ww 


Scented Washing.—Has anyone tried a few 
drops of solyptol antiseptic in the copper for 
such a delightful fragrance to sheets, towels, 
etc. I have and I think it’s marvellous.—Tried 


It. (N.T.) 
Ww 


Cleaning Light Mantle.—If the mantle of the 
light becomes blackened in places, through 


turning the wick too high, just sprinkle it with 
a pinch of salt and it will return to its 
normal brightness almost immediately.—Annette. 


(N.S.W.) 
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Papered Shelves.—Before covering shelves with 
paper, sprinkle the shelves with powdered borax. 
Ie will prevent vermin from getting under the 


paper—A.T. (N.S.W.) 
Ww 


A Substitute—Ovut of starch on washing day, 
and a large pile of shirts and table linen to be 
done? Don’t despair, I mixed a large spoonful of 
cornflour to a paste with cold water, added 
boiling water until it was the right consistency, 
and hey presto! the “starching’’ was so success- 
ful that I even hesitated about adding the real 
stuff to my grocery order afterwards.—Marjorie 


Mack. (Vic.) 
Ww 


When Boiling. Peas if you put them into luke 
warm water instead of boiling water you will 


find that the skins do not crack, and they 
will be a much better flavor.—Mrs. Penn. (S.A.) 
W 


Freshen Black Satin.—Sliccd raw potato and 
a pinch of salt to a pint of water to sponge 
black satin. Iron on the wrong side, and the - 
material will look like new.—Penwortham. (S.A.) 


Ww 


To Make a First-Class Firelighter.—Fasten a 
short length of fine wire to a piece of pumice 
and soak the pumice overnight in kerosene. Put 


the lighter with the wood and apply a lighted 
match.—Cobber. (N.S.W.) 


Ww 


Camouflaged Brains.—It is very difficult to get 
children to eat brains, but I find that my 
children always ask for more since I have been 
scrambling. an egg with them to take that 
sickly taste away, this egg also adds to the 
vitamins.—Alto. (N.S.W.) 


xe 


Yorkshire Pudding.—Add a couple of drops 
of vinegar to the mixture just before pouring 
into the tin, prior to baking. By the way, it fs 
important to have tin hot before pouring in the 
mixture.—Terry. (Vic.) 


ot 
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Hose Rack.—An old enamel basin, fastened 
face outwards to a wall makes a very good rack 
to wind the garden hose when it is not in use. 
Give it a coat of green paint.—A.C. (N.Z.) 


Ww 


Sausage Substitute-—Do you know that camp 
pie is an excellent substitute for sausage in 
sausage rolls?—Coon. (W.A.) 


Ww 


Broken Glassware-—Tumblers, fruit dishes, 
lamp glasses; and similar articles can be mended 
with the following: Five parts of gelatine to one 


part bicarbonate of potash, cover the edges 
with the preparation and press together. Place 
in direct sunlight for a few hours. The mended 


article will not come apart, even if washed in 
hot water, nor will the break show.—Edna C. 
(S.A.) ° 
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TO YOU 


NEAT ANE CRISP 
PATTERN No. {93! 
Price 1/6 


L2Ok neat and pretty as you flit from 
chore to chore in this well-cut house dress. 
The one-sided closing is especially attractive. 
Trim the bodice and handy pocket with tiny 
white ruffling. Designed for sizes 32-34, 36-38 
and 40-42 inches bust measurements. Size 36-38 
inches requires 4 yards of 36-inch material. 


and X.O.S. Sizes! 
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self-measurement form and full particulars. . . 


—made to YOUR measurement. 
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- 416 Neerim Road, 
MURRUMBEENA, 
SPECIALITY’ 


“YOUR SIZE 


Keep the charm of your 
hair at its best. 


Aliow yourself five minutes each morne 
ing and evening to massage your scalp 
with KOKO. You will notice an ime 
provement in the health of your Hair 
in very quick time. KOKO, the famous 
British Hair Preparation is free from 
oil, grease and dye. 
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Ask. your Chemist for 


— FOR THE HAIR 
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AFTERNGON WEAR 
PATTERN No. 3163 
Price 1/6 


‘THIS simple yet extremely flattering dress 

is perfect for afternoons. Pattern also 
provides a longer version which may be used 
for a hostess dress. Full sleeves end just be-. 
low the elbow, a narrow belt ties softly in 
front. Designed for sizes 14, 16 and 18 years. 
Corresponding bust measurements 32, 34 and 
36 inches. Size 16 years requires 6? yards of 
36-inch material for shorter length. 
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THROUGH HOME TRAINING 
I.C.S., through its home training courses, 
offers a splendid chance for women to 
turn their spare time to profit and so 
achieve security and independence. 
Courses listed below will train you for 
a number of delightful and lucrative 
home hobbies or prepare you for ‘a 


LAFEP FPA 44444444446-44444 $446446444444444444444444444444444 44 career. Check through the list below, 
; then fill in the coupon and mail NOW. 
PATTERN COUPON (N.L, 6/9/50) 


An enquiry costs nothing. 
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

PRICE 1/6 per Pattern 
NAME (in block Letters ) oo... ee seseteceeeedeeensesstensesceersnvsssensacess Lativedice cnvetanaenewaea eae 


140 Elizabeth Street, Sydney _ 
DEAR SIRS,—Please send me free 


prospectus showing how I can 


master the hobby I have marked. 
00: | oe Art _...... Dress ate 
‘ ae ee er Se (| 9 oKetching weenss gg utting 
NUMBER and STREET (if any)... GP TT i Pine ” Making 
ge ee Ticket writing ..... Acccuntantcy 
CITY, SUBURB or OV IN saan ances cae snore a noses tea ewan te tececaaueats nie eeereesecs Short Story wrtg. .... Advertising 
eee eed yon, cen Boon pe 
feeans ree ance nism... Private ecty. 
STATE or COUNTRY Lee oe meee eee ee R REE DESEO EHO H OTTO DE SHEE EEE DEES HEHE HDES ESE OE EE SIEEDES URE OOREOESEEES .... Shorthand-Typng. ....Good English 
. . .....Business Letters _...... Nurses Entce. 
PATTERN: Noe.oiccosscccssssccsssevesesecsssesecssstecsssupeesssecessssesssieeesssecen 1 Ae “Office Training "Leaving Cert. 
es oe ee ee Bookkeeping ___...... Intermediate 


Fill in the coupon and- enclose 1/6 postal note or stamps for each: pattern ordered, and post 
to THE NEW IDEA (Pattern Dept.), Box 777H, G.P.O., Melbourne, C.1, Victoria. Pattern is . 
available for 6 weeks after publication date, and will reach you 3 weeks after receipt of order. 


Hf your subject is. not 
above, write it here 


one we emnneencenmans cunnmascseacer@snennmmans 


New Zealand Readers: Send stamps, as reply coupons are no longer acceptable. In N.Z. pattern Co] 9) = Se Soesretucdeeesee 
is available for 12 weeks after publication date. Address 
Insufficiently stamped letters cannot be accepted. ett erent _ 
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Please note that’ when two patterns are asked for they are not sent to you together. If you 
receive one before the other, wait a little and the second one will arrive. 


NERVE SUFFERERS Find Ready Relief Through 
BIO-CHEMIC TREATMENT 


Nerve disorders, caused by severe mental strain, worry, 
sleeplessness, over-tiredness or overwork, yield quickly to 
Bio-Chemic Treatment, for the deficiency of Vital Cell 
Salts is made good by nature’s own method—through the 
Twelve Bio-Chemic Nerve and Tissue Building Cell Salts, 
which renew worn out blood and nerve cells and tone up 
the entire system. 


Describe your symptoms to us and experts will advise the’ 


correct treatment free of charge, no obligation. 
Write to Dept. N.1.69. 
Established. 20 years, 


BiO-CHEMIC INSTITUTE 


‘ BOX 1249L, G.P.O., MELBOURNE. 
Office: 108 Queen Street, MELBOURNE, C.1. ’Phone: MU 1971. 


Deadly to germs, but 
kind to you 


‘Dettol is 


nOn-poisonous 


non-staining 


gentle to 


: delicate 


human 


|) tissues. 


Obtainable 
from 


all Chemists 
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HEART DEEP 


(Continued from page 9) 


ND suddenly Jill found herself 
laughing outright, all her resent- 
ment forgotten. “Beastings! That’s 


-what-we call the first rich milk a cow 


gives after calving.” 
“How am I to know these things?” 
he demanded, joining in the laughter 


‘ against himself. 


All this time the storm had been re- 
ceding to a vague muttering and g:u.n- 
bling among the hills, but now it 
rose again and their laughter was 
halted by a mighty whip-crack of thun- 
der directly overhead. Even Jill flinch- 
ed a little, but the old lady sitting erect 
in her armchair never turned a hair. 

Dr. Harding seemed to hesitate and 
then remarked: “I hope .your niece 
won’t find this unnerving?” 

“Tlona? She’s lying down with a 
headache—and no doubt she has the 
bedclothes over her head and her fing- 
ers in her ears. She certainly won’t 
be joining us for tea,” said Mrs. Jeffer- 
ies in a tone of the strongest impatience 
and even contempt. 

But Dr. Harding had stood up and 
was looking towards the doorway. 
Slowly, very slowly, it was pushed 
open, and in the aperture stood a f:gure 
so full of terror and shrinking that Jill 
instinctively sprang up and moved 
towards her. 

Ilona Jefferies was perhaps 28 years 
old, slender to the point of thinness; 
her face, ravaged now by terror of the 
storm, bore traces of striking beauty; 
yet to Jill’s expert eye everything about 
her—dress, hands, skin, anc the pale, 
lustreless hair—spoke of complete in- 
difference to her own appearance. It 
struck Jill with a queer little pang 
of distress that she had never before 
seen someone entirely without hope.... 


The old lady’s voice rapped out be- 
hind her: “I thought you were lying 
down with a headache, Ilona.” 

“I was. I may even have dropped off 
to sleep. But the storm .. .” her voice 
faltered off. 

Jill said quietly: ‘“‘Thundery weather 
often gives me a headache, too. I’m 
sure a cup of tea is the cure. What do 
you say, Dr. Harding?” 


“The headache is probably pure ima- 


'gination,’ he said in a firm voice, 


looking steadily at Ilona. 

“You wouldn’t say that if you had 
one yourself,” retorted Jill with spirit. 

She saw that Ilona took a seat as far 
as possible away from him, and that 
her hand shook as she raised the cup 
to her lips clumsily and nervously. 

There was a moment of uneasy 
silence, which Jill broke by saying, as 
she glanced at her watch: “I should 
feel dreadfully guilty about not hurry- 
ing back to town if I weren’t so sure 
that my appointment will have been 
cancelled because of the storm. I should 
hate to disappoint my client.” 

‘Don’t you get sick and tired of all 
this vanity?” asked Dr. Harding blunt- 
ly. ‘Tell me, just out of curiosit, what 
face is in fashion at the moment?” 

Inwardly raging, Jill replied with 
dangerous sweetness: ‘‘As a matter of 
fact there are two. For the first I 
use a warmly tinted powder base, rosy 
powder, and low-keyed light-toned 
lipstick; and the second needs an ivory- 
tinted base and a dramatic, richly- 
toned lipstick.” 

He made an impatient gesture. “Yet 
it’s the same face—you can’t really 
change the features.” ° 

“T can see you’ve never even heard 
of cosmetic sculpture,” said Jill crisply. 


HEART DEEP 


“If you mean plastic surgery ... 
he began violently. 

“TI don’t. That’s out of my province 
and into yours; but I can change the 
contours of a face completely by make- 
up with two bases and two powders, 
light and dark.” 

She saw Ilona lean forward, her hands 
suddenly quiet, her poor ravaged face 
alight, and she went on, half turning 
towards her. 

“With the light base and powder I can 
draw attention to a good forehead, 
firm cheeks and a round chin; with the 
dark I can fade out a blurred jawline 
and shorten a long nose. I can make a 
plump face narrower by darkening the 
sides and using a light foundation for 
the forehead and chin. And with a 
skilful use of rouge I could really 
surprise you. I can plump out a thin 
face or flatter a thin neck, by carry- 
ing the rouge down over the edge of 
the jawline; it casts shadows which 
give the illusion of a fuller throat.” 


“In fact,” said Neil Harding drily, 
‘nothing is what is seems. Just as I 
have always suspected!” he turned deli- 
berately to Ilona. “What do you think 
of all this, Miss Jefferies?” 


She seemed to shrink together. ‘I— 
I really don’t know. I’ve never given 
it a thought.” She stood up quickly. 
“Tf you’ll excuse me .. .”’ She set down 
the cup of tea, scarcely tasted, on a 
small table and moved. uncertainly 
towards the door. 


Dr. Harding gave Jill a quick, im- 
perative look. 


“I’m sure Mrs. Jefferies will wish 
you to see over the house before you 
go. Her husband was a great traveller, 
you know; and while Miss Jefferies 
shows you his very fine collection of 
ivories I can have a few moments with 
my patient.” 

“T should love to see the house,” said 
Jill promptly; but she secretly thought 
that Wood Hall was not at its best in 
this eerie storm-light and with such a 
silent and listless guide as Ilona. 


3 


HEY passed together from rocm to 
room, each with its dark tapestry 
wallpaper, its large oil paintings in 
ornate gilt frames, its handsome and 
overpowering furniture. Down the great 
staircase a rust-colored carpet flowed 
like a lordly river, through the hall 
and into the ground-floor rooms. It 
seemed a physical effort for Ilona to 
mount the stairs and show Jill the 
small room where the collection of 
ivories was displayed. 


‘Some of these things are priceless,”’ 
-exclaimed Jill, bending closer to see 
the little Chinese carvings of knights 
on horseback.. 


“Yes, I believe so,” said Ilona in- 
differently. All the animation had left 
her face; it wore a haunting blankness. 


Jill said with insistent friendliness: 
“T understand you are making your 
home with Mrs. Jefferies. It’s such 
a big house—so old and heavy with 
memories; I’m sure your aunt is de- 
lighted to have young company here.” 


Ilona said in a quick, low voice: “Oh, 
no. She doesn’t want me here, you 
_know. And Martha hates me. I’d go 
long walks just to be out of the way, 
but I’m so tired, so dreadfully tired. 
Sometimes even the stairs are too much 
for me. It’s dreadful, dreadful to be so 
useless. Mostly I stay in my own 
room es 


They came out on to the landing, 
Jill feeling completely at a loss. Dr. 
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IN SAFETY 


5, l IM without dieting 


JUST SIT IN YOUR BATH and WASH AWAY 
excess fat from any part of the body with 
DR. PAUL BOUCHAUD’S FAMOUS 
FLESH REDUCING SOAP 


This is the safest, pleasantest method known for 
correcting figure-faults and keeping gracefully slim. 


ONE TABLET, 5/9 . . FOUR TABLETS, £1 
(post free) 


oe ae 


or saee = a oprarnarraprrnerreaal ; 
S Meme 7 buigdue ‘Phone: XW 3598 


Gives them a 
whiteness 
that makes you 


proud 


Reckitt’s Blue 


“Out of the blue comes the whitest wash” 
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DRINK HABIT 
DESTROYED 


Do you suffer through the curse of ex- 
cessive drinking? Eucrasy has changed 
homes from misery and want to happi- 
ness again. Established 52 years, it 
destroys all desire for alcohol. Harm- 
less, tasteless, can be given secretly or 
taken voluntarily. State which required. 


SEND 30/- FULL TWENTY 
| DAYS’ COURSE. - 
Dept. N, EUCRASY CO. 

297 Elizabeth Street, Sydney 


Lemon Juice Recipe 
Checks Rheumatic, 
and Arthritis -Pain 


If you suffer from any kind of 
Rheumatic or Arthritis pains in 
the muscles or joints—.ry_ this 
simple inexpensive home raat 
now available in Australia for the 
first time. Get a package of LEM- 
ALKA Compound (16 days’ sup- 
ply)—mix it with a quart of 
water, and the juice of 4 Jemons. 
“So simple to make, so pleasant 
to take.” You need only 3 table- 
spoonsful twice a day, and often 
within 48 hours, sometimes over- 
night, marvellous results are ob- 
tained. Annual sales of this for- 
mula in the U.S.A. over 5 million 
packages — proof of wonderful 
results. 

If your Chemist does not have 
supplies of “LEM-ALKA” as yet, 
write direct to LEM-ALKA Coy., 
Box 581 D, G.P.O., Melbourne, 
enclosing P. N. for 7/6, and a 
package will reach you by return 
post. POST FREE. 


(Copyright). LM2 


A complete Treatment for 


TROUBLE 
CATARRH, HAY FEVER 


A Dry Inhalation which gives com- 
plete relief without drugs, and is 
definitely the most logical treatment 
for these viciously widespread com- 
plaints. 


After many years of research, 
of trial and error . . @ dry ine 
halation was discovered ... x 


IT IS CALLED MEMBROSUS | 


It offers sure, lasting relief to 

many who for years have tried 
various medicines and treatments 
without avail, or, at most, only a 
Short temporary relief, 


Many who suffered for as long as 
45 years have reported complete 
relief without a return of those 
dreaded discomforts. How wonderful 
te be free from suffering after go 
many years! 


No matter what you have tried 
pct age de owe it to yourself NOW 
ouse... 


MEMBROSUS 
THE DRY INHALANT 


For full particulars of. this remark- 
able dry inhalant, and how it 
definitely helps sufferers, call, or 
send a 2%2d stamped addressed en- 
velope for the booklet describing 
Membrosus and how it helps 
sufferers to:— 


Irvine Pty. Ltd., 
St. James’ Building, 
Street, Sydney, 


Chemists, No. 12 
109 - Elfzabeth 
N.S.W. 
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By GEORGE HYAM 


Past President Victorian 
Horticultural Society 


The Work of the Month—SEPTEMBER 


& 


In the Flower Garden. 


EPTEMBER is one of the busiest ‘months in 
the flower garden in all districts. Early 
September is not too late to fill in any gaps with 
the seedlings of the late spring flowering an- 
nuals which will provide a good display until the 
autumn blooming flowers can be planted out at 
the end of the year and into January. 


Flowers like antirrhinums, ten-week stocks, 
seedling delphiniums or larkspurs, Shirley poppies, 


and linaria are some which are excellent for this” 


purpose. Sweet peas can be sown in the open 
ground or transplanted in positions not too ex- 
posed to north or west winds, and they will con- 
tinue to flower well into the summer kept 
watered and not allowed to set seed. 


Any of these flowers can be planted in scuthern 
aspects for even later display if they get a few 
hours of sunshine from the east or west and are 
well protected from the north. An outstanding 
annual for such positions is the mimulus or mon- 
key musk. Pansies will also flower there right 
through the summer. Mignonette and nastur- 
tiums are also suitable. 


There are several summer annuals which can. 
be sown in succession from September to the 
end of the year, and most are best sown direct 
in the beds. The popular phlox drummondi is 


one of these, and salpiglossis goes well with these. 


African and French marigolds, brachycome, cal- 
liopsis, cosmos and viscaria are others, There 
are early, mid-season and late asters. For present 
sowing, the Giant Crego and Tasmanian Branch- 
ing varieties are best. 


September-planted gladioli can generally be 
relied on to provide flowers at Christmas time, and 
early September is the time to strike cuttings of 
‘hrysanthemums for October-November _plant- 
ing, taking the shoots from the outsides of last 
season’s clumps. 

| ¥ 


t 


This month is considered to be most favor- 


able for planting evergreen shrubs of all kinds; 
the rapidly increasing soil temperatures and the 
usually moist soils induce a quick establishment 
of these plants. The spring sowing of 2:i new 


lawns should be completed as soon as possible, so 


that the grass becomes established before hot 
weather. 


At the end of the month, the planting of root 
cuttings of buffalo, kykuyu and couch grass can 
start. Established lawns of all kinds can be 
lightly top-dressed with a sandy soil and/or 
dressed with an application of sulphate of am- 
monia 3 parts, and 1 part of sulphate of iron, 
using about 1 oz. per square yard. A better dis- 
tribution is made if these ingredients are dis- 
solved in water at the rate of 1 0z. to the gallon. 
The iron deepens the color and has some effect 
on suppressing weeds. It is important that lawns 
should be fed and stimulated just before the 
strong late spring growth and again in December. 


Aphis of all kinds, and, in particular, rose 
green aphis, are usually very active in September, 
and they build up in a matter’of hours, so they 
should be controlled by spraying at the first sign 
of them, and thus save more trouble later. Make 
up a weak solution of white. oil—about 1 part 


to 40 of water and add a teaspoon of nicotine to 
each gallon. The oil spreads and fixes the vola- 
tile nicotine. Sprays containing: H.E.T.P., such 
as hexone, are giving’ good results on aphis, and 
this needs no oil spreader. 


As spring bulbs finish flowering, cut off any 
exhausted flowers to prevent them setting seed, 
which tends to weaken next season’s bulbs. 


In the Vegetable Garden. 


September is also a busy month here. All 
vacant beds should be dug over preparatory to 
planting summer crops, working in plenty of 
compost or other organic “manure while doing 
this. .The manure however should not be dug in 
deeply. . The’ best’ method is to fork it in just 
under the surface after-the plots have been dug 
with the spade, and this..also has the effect of 
bringing the surface to a nice tilth for sowing. 


September is a good month to plant any of the 
root crops, but the main plantings of these is 
best deferred to November-December, as then they 
will be usable right:up to the following winter. 
Lift any muturéd. carrots or parsnips from last 
season’s sowings as soon’’as: possible as these run 
to seed early in the. month: 


The’ warmer: inland districts can mas. sow- 


ings’ of french. and’ butter beans, and all districts, 


except high districts which get late frosts, can 
now sow tomato seeds in the open. Th: prac- 
tice of sowing a few seeds direct in the beds 
where one plant is wanted is quite good, rarticu- 
larly in the home garden. One advantage is 


that such seeds germinate and the young plants. 


grow, according to soil and air temperatures and 
thus seem to be more resistant ,to, or less likely to 
suffer from disease than those raised under glass 
or other shelter and planted out earlier outside 
their natural growing season. 


Seeds casually dropped from last sec.on’s :rcp 
come wp when they are subjected to favorable 


soil znd air temperature, and such plants are 
usually very hard, even though the quality and 
from 


v' 'd of their fruit may not be so good - 
properly selected seed. 


Peas and all kinds of salad crops can bo suwn 
in all districts, and silver beet sown now will have 
a long period of use. Many gardeners fail to 
crow cabbage except the winter and early sp:‘: 
varieties, but a few plants of an early variety like 


St. John’s Day which can be sown in September 


make a nice change from the usual summer vege- 
table at the end of the year. 


In the Fruit Garden. 


September is still a good time to plant out cit- 


rus trees of all kinds, taking care that they are 
well watered during the coming dry period. If 
any pruning is necessary on lemons, oranges or 
grape fruit, early September is a good time for 
this, as less fruit will be sacrificed now and the 


‘cuts callus over rapidly. 


Those with deciduous trees should not omit 
the very important spring spray a lications 
which begin at bud burst. 
ings always pay dividends, and this aspect will be 
discussed in a special article later in this month. 


Printed and Published by SOUTHDOWN PRESS 
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HEART DEEP 


Harding was standing at the foot of 
the stairs and Ilona shrank back, grip- 
ning Jill’s arm. 

“Keep him away, please keep him 
away. He’s so brutal, he just doesn’t 
understand .. .” 

Jill said gently: “Of course he won't 
come up if you don’t want to see him.” 
She hesitated. “You wouldn’t like any- 
thing for your headache?” 

“No, nothing, nothing. I shall lie in 
the dark and presently it will go away.” 

Jill glimpsed a small bedroom with 
flowery wallpaper and—compared with 
her own and Doreen’s rooms at home— 
a most unnatural state of neatness. It 
was as though, since she came to Wood 
Hall, Ilona had unpacked nothing but 
the portrait which stood on the dress- 
ing-table—the likeness was so striking 
that Jill knew it was a portrait of her 
mother. The door was swiftly closed. 
Jill heard the key turn in the lock, 
and a moment later the sound of hope- 
less, desolate weeping that wrenched at 
her heart. 

She went slowly down the stairs to 
where Neil Harding waited. 

“Well?” he asked sharply. | 

“She is going to lie down until the 
headache passes off.” 

“Nonsense! Lying up there in the 
dark, giving way to self-pity ... I 
shall insist that she comes down.” 

His foot was already on the stairs, 
but Jill pleaded urgently: “I promised 
her you wouldn’t come up. I’m sure 
it’s best to leave her.” 

“A good shaking might be kinder.” 

“Oh, how brutal!” Jill exclaimed, her 
voice shaking. ‘“I—I don’t wonder she’s 
afraid of you.” 

He ignored this remark in the most 
infuriating way, stood frowning, and 
then abruptly took Jill’s arm. 

Come along. It’s still raining in 
sheets and Mrs. Jeffries wants me to 
run you into town.” 

“TI wouldn’t dream of it,” said Jill 


coldly. ‘‘You are only just home from 
your round. I shall walk to the bus- 
stop.” She tried to look as aloof and 


dignified as~- possible. 

“Don’t be childish,” said Dr. Hard- 
ing calmly. “I have another call to 
make before my evening surgery, and 
you won’t really be taking me out of my 
way. Run along and pay your respects 
to Mrs. Jefferies. and don’t keep me 
waiting.” 

As the ca: ploughed down the flood- 
ed drive, it was rather like being on 
a ship at sea. Dr. Harding gave all his 
attention to the wheel; and Jill, seated 
silently beside him, was thinking of 
the evening surgery. which ended his 
very arduous day. 

And what then? Did he sit back at 
his bachelor hearth, in that gaunt, in- 
hospitable house, with his book and 
his pipe; or were there case-records 
to write up and file, official forms to 
wrestle with, perhaps emergency cases 
that would take him out again into the 
lashing rain and the dark. 

“T suppose your surgery is from six to 
eight?” she ventured. 

“Often later,” His unexpected smile 
flashed out. “I’m afraid my house- 
keeper takes a poor view of late patients 
I know, of course, that it’s impossible 
to keep a meal hot all that time; and 
to have a fire in the study is waste- 
ful. too ...I’m afraid she’s a sorely 
tried woman.” 

“After all,” said Jill, “her job is to 
look after you. I—I hope she takes it 
seriously.” 

They were threading their way now 
through the town traffic, and as they 


drew up outside Madame Blanche’s 
salon he gave an amused glance into 
Jill’s flushed and earnest face. 

“TI notice you take your job seriously. 
Though how any intelligent young 
woman .. .” 

Jill flared: “Perhaps you overrate me, 
Dr. Harding. But I love my job, and 
that’s that.” 

Really he was impossible. One 
moment she found him compelling, at- 
tractive, more vital than any man she 
had met before; and the next he was 
infuriating her with his rudeness. 

He said tolerantly: “My dear 
girl...” 

Jill stepped out on to the pavement; 
and poised there, anger and the spears 


of the rain making her cheeks tingle 
with color, she let him have it. 

“I’m not your dear girl, and I resent 
the way you speak of my job. You 
just don’t know what it means to a 
woman to look her best and feel on 
top of the world. As for approach, 
believe me, you won’t get anywhere by 
offending people and smashing cottage 
windows and bullying poor Ilona Jef- 
feries when you really want to help 
her. ... Thanks a lot for the lift.” 

She shut the car door hard and ran 
indoors, finding, in the oddest way, 
that to put young Dr. Harding in his 
place had given her no satisfaction at 
all. 


To Be Continued. 
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CLOWN BALL 


PATTERN No. R 2764 
Ban adorable soft toy is easy to crochet and just as cute as can be. 


Make of pink and blue cotton. 


The little clown will keep baby happy 


in pram or crib. Pattern No R 2764 contains complete crocheting instruc- 
tions, stitch illustrations, material requirements and finishing directions. 
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NEEDLEWORK COUPON (N.I1, 6/9/50) 
PRICE 1/6 per Pattern 


NAME (in block letters).........00..00..0.. 
NUMBER and STREET (if any)....... 
CITY, SUBURB or TOWN..........0.... 
SLATE. -or (COUNT RY sic tteeed. eeu: 


DESIGN: NOvasencrcinttuioanaidel davis 


ee 


Demo e meme ome Se Pee HEE HOHE HES EEESEEHESTEEOTEHHESHOHT ESSE EHR OOEH HF EH EEOOS 


Pee mem ree Meme me SHEA ES HSS HHH OEHHEE HETERO EEE HOCH SHEE EmEDEESETEDESEOBS 


CHP e MCHC SHH OE ARESH ESO SESE ESE H HH SES SEH THHOHHOH EES ESEOHHROSEH DESO EEOOD 


To obtain the pattern, send 1/6 to THE NEW IDEA (Needlework Dept.), Box 777H, G.P.O., 


Melbourne, C.1, Victoria. 
and pattern number. 
3 weeks after receipt of order. 


Be sure to write clearly vour name, full address (not forgetting State), 
Design is avatiable for 6 weeks after nubjication date, and will reach you 
New Zealand Readers: Send stamps, as reply coupons are no 


longer acceptable. In N.Z. pattern is available for 12 weeks after publication date. 
Insufficiently stamped letters cannot be accepted. 
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ITS N 


A delicious drink 
either hot or cold. 
Made in an instant: 


8 OR Sey PTS 


Perfect as flavoring 
Or sweets, cakes, 
cing, sauces, etc. 


All grocers sell Bushells 
Coffee Essence. Buy 
a bottle today. 


